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INTRODUCTION
The Literary Review was resuscitated by Whittier Colleges Upsilon Sigma chapter
of the international English honorary society, Sigma Tau Delta, in 1986. Its purpose is
to publish the best student writing submitted, whether fiction, non-fiction or poetry; all
contributors are students at Whittier College, as are the editors.
The Review is a manifestation of the belief that academic excellence should be
rewarded, and that rewarding that excellence positively impacts the intellectual life at the
College. The educational process is, at its core, a sharing process: a time when ideas,
learning, and knowledge may be exchanged in an environment which is specifically
designed for this interaction, and which rewards effort and encourages intellectual growth.
This publication is a forum for student expression, but the expression of
contributors do not necessarily reflect the opinions of the editors, the faculty advisor, the
members of the Publications Board, the Associated Students of Whittier College, or any
other College entity, department, or organization.
A special thanks to Sigma Tau Delta's faculty advisor, Dr. Anne Kiley, the
progenitor of this and other fine literary exercises. Without her support, this Review
would not have been published.
Materials were transcribed, edited, and typeset at Whittier College's "Writing
Center" on Macintosh Plus personal computers and printed with an Apple LaserWriter;
poetry is set in 10-pt. Geneva, fiction and non-fiction works in 10-pt. Times.
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UNTITLED
by Megan Sjoberg

I tee
tered precariously
between
the
infinite
and
the
finite
belonging to neither.

PROCRASTINATING IN SHAKESPEARE
by Kent H. Gilbert
In the course of human events there are emotions and experiences common to us
all that prove to be of monumental importance in our lives. Also in the course of human
events are the little, piddly details that, because of the big monumental experiences, are
never quite addressed when we know they should be. And, ironically, it is these
teeny-tiny little things that we keep putting off that eventually cause us more strife and
woe than any monumental event ever did. Thus is procrastination rightly proclaimed evil
of evils, sin of sins and cause of general paining in the posterior. The importance of
unimportance put off was not lost on Shakespeare (master of characterizing the human
spirit and condition that he was) and many of the nastiest complications in his plays can
be directly related to procrastination. In Hamlet, so strong is the modem mind's desire to
project this fault on others that many critics wish to relate all of the tragic events to this
perfidious fault. But Shakespeare was far more even-handed in his approach, providing for
both good and bad results from procrastination.
Like most good writers, William (his parents were going to shorten it to Bill, but
they never got around to it,) liked to experience himself what he would eventually make
themes of in his plays. There is considerable support for this idea as applied to
procrastination, since none of Shakespeare's plays were entered into the Stationer's
Register any sooner than two years after the performance. Take for instance, Hamlet,first
performed in (or by) 1598, but not entered until 1602! Or Macbeth, written somewhere
between 1603 and 1607, and not even published until 1623? This man procrastinated
himself to death! (Ahem.) Nevertheless, procrastination did provide for some of the most
ardent controversy in all of criticism. In particular, the raging debate of centuries (Will
anyone ever get around to concluding it? Mayber later.) has been whether or not young
Hamlet could have saved the kingdom and himself if he had only been able to apply
himself a little earlier in the game.
Most critics point to the apparent sloth with which he approaches what clearly
needs to be done, as Hamlet's "tragic flaw," as if to say, "look, all you have to do is
murder the king of the country and a close member of your family by stabbing him in the
back when he's not looking. Now just get in there and do it." I refer of course to the
famous scene in which Claudius provides Hamlet with the perfect opportunity to get his
revenge by kneeling defenseless in prayer, while our hero talks to himself in the
background (III.iii). I prefer to interpret the events not as inaction, and I of course reject
the notion of tragic flaw as inappropriate to the nature of tragedies. Instead, I suggest that
the real reason for Hamlet's missed opportunity is, yes, procrastination. Yes, of course,
Hamlet could easily come up with a time and place to kill his uncle much earlier in the
play. This is the artless argument used by the Tragic Flawists. However, I'm not sure
that this is actually the case.
In Act I, Scene ii, Shakespeare begins the presentation of Hamlet's character by
pointing out his metaphysical brooding nature--still brooding for his dead father after
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nearly a whole month! And again in the famous soliloquy, "To be, etc.," Hamlet is
again moaning on about the higher nature of things and actions, which is nobler, being or
not being and so on. He isn't slow, per se, in any of these scenes, but he is preoccupied.
Pre is the operative prefix here, because it demonstrates that Hamlet had other important
things to do besides kill his uncle. The poor boy is not slow, he is merely procrastinating
because his mind is so filled with great speeches that there just isn't time to spit them all
Out and kill Claudius in less than five acts. The subject of these speeches is always the
same, some drivel about whether or not Claudius is actually guilty (because after all you
don't want to believe every walker from Hell who says he's your father), and finding out if
Claudius did kill Hamlet Sr., which altogether takes a considerable amount of work.
With all the mental leaping to and fro is it any wonder that a little murder slipped
his mind? No. But Shakespeare knows, as do we all, that letting things go till the last
minute gives one less time to adequately react to a changing situation, thus making it far
more difficult to do what one originally thought would be no problem. So, when Hamlet
finally does get around to sneaking into the king's bedroom with a sword, he finds that he
has come at an inopportune time. Claudius, for the first and only time in his life, is
actually repenting right before Hamlet's eyes, but because this elicits another speech on
whether killing Claudius now wouldn't actually help him, Hamlet again decides to put it
off till he can do better (a prime rationalization for procrastination, especially among the
intellectual literati of collegiate life). Hamlet's aims are not thwarted by laziness
therefore, or some mate indolence, but by being so busy with matters metaphysical--so
concerned with the life of the mind, the spirit of education--that he just didn't get around
to it even in Act III, Scene iii. No, he waited until Act V, Scene v (note the intriguing
numeric parallel, quite obviously intended), to do the job properly. By then of course we,
the audience, know that he has paid the price of procrastination: death.
In Macbeth, however, Shakespeare presents a different attitude toward
procrastination, possibly due to a brief spurt of over-efficiency in William's life that
brought only efficient futility (pure speculation, no footnote). In any case it is clear that
Macbeth's whole problem is that he is a little too taken with the idea of world supremacy
and riches beyond his wildest dreams. Because of this, and the hags-in-rags routine at the
beginning, Macbeth believes that he can just march right ahead and kill anybody he wants
to if it advances his cause. This leads him into lots of trouble, primarily because he
becomes so efficient at killing former friends that people start to notice. Flawists at this
point say that this lust for power is his tragic flaw. But he had not exhibited this in the
past; he was not a killer before. Now that he knows that there is a decent chance at the
kingship, he starts to race ahead, like a horse nearing the barn. In short, he forgot how to
procrastinate. Had he but postponed one or two of these murders for a year or more, he
might not have met his ignominious demise until long after any normal play would have
ended.
Take, for instance, the amount of time Macbeth agonizes over killing Duncan, the
Scottish king. The very first line of his soliloquy in Act I, Scene vii, gives immediate
insight into Macbeth's poor judgement: "If it were done, then 'tis done, then 'twere well/
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It were done quickly." (Emphasis added.) Don't take time to think about it, don't let your
conscience stir, just kill him and get it over with. Clearly an unwise policy. But
Macbeth, too, is human and actually makes a solid attempt to procrastinate, barely half a
scene later. Unfortunately for Macbeth, he married a woman very much possessed with a
persuasive tongue, who cajoles/threatens him out of this momentary lapse. He and she
are back on impatience time, knifing right and left: Banquo suspects? Why wait to kill
him? Never put off until tomorrow what you can do today, right? Wrong, Skakespeare
says, for in this effort to speed up the course of events, Macbeth only succeeds in
reducing them to a snowballing monotony of death and alienation. By doing it NOW,
today, "Tomorrow and Tomorrow and Tomorrow creeps in this petty pace from day to
day."
The final statement this lack of procrastination makes is almost precisely opposite
the one made in Hamlet. In the tense battle scene when MacDuff revels that he was a
C-section sensation, what does Macbeth say? Does he reply something like, "Well.
Gee... Ah, couldn't we get together later?" Does he even take the time to take a deep
breath, pausing just one moment? So impatient is Macbeth that he does not even
postpone his last action with some great speech! No, he goes right on, again with the
"quickly" thing, and says "lay on, MacDuff!" He doesn't even try to put it off.
(Eighteenth century audiences, so appaled by this obvious "mistake" by Shakespeare, and
David Garrick, noted Shakespearean ham, add a final "die, die, die," speech.) Naturally,
his over-efficiency is rewarded with the standard treatment for those who ignore the
obvious clues of what to do in a Shakespearean tragedy: again the penalty is death.
The message of Shakespeare's ambivalence toward procrastination is clear: you
can't win, you can't break even, and you can't get out of the game. This great truism
gleaned from the human predicament of procrastination is one of the great depictions of
the human condition. Clearly Shakespeare has explored the polar extremities of
procrastination by examining them separately in the two tragedies, and thematically in the
corpus of his works. It is interesting to note how the Bard manages to thwart even the
best Flawist who would use procrastination for one of their tragic crutches by portraying
procrastination as a bad quality in Hamlet, and a desireable quality in Macbeth. But what
did Shakespeare conclude from this study in human nature? Well, it's impossible to say
for sure since he never left any written record of a conclusion, BUT, I'm sure that he was
planning to write it all out, clearly and coherently, ahhmm..., soon.
Kent Gilbert is the leading theorist on Procrastination Theory (possibly because no one
else ever got around to it). Procrastination Theory is a method of criticism that attempts
to illuminate a text with the subtle insights gained from studying the effects of
procrastination on either the author, characters, or reader, and possibly the grader.
Actually, that's what we think Procrastination Theory is about, since to date, no one has
quite had the time to get it all figured out... yet. (Editor's note: Appropriately, although
Kent graduated from Whittier College last spring, his paper is included in this year's
Literary Review since it wasn't complete at last year's publication deadline.)

4

THE REALIZATION
by Rebecca Totaro

Thou call'st me dear and queen and goddess fair
And yet I fail to see all thee proclaim.
I stand and stare in pool and stream in vain
Reflections tease and I become aware,
The wondrous names thou giv'st me I cannot wear.
Shall I attempt to halt thy little game?
If this I choose prithee, will love remain?
For it be love with thee I wish to share.
I would be lost without thee by my side.
Thy guidance, like a compass keeps my course.
And like a gallant knight thou hast sav'st me
From the loneliness to which I was tied.
My lord, my king, my one true recourse!
What thou sawst in me, see I now in thee!
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TRAVELING WEST: THE FIRS]' TRANSCONTINENTAL RAILROAD
by Elizabeth Nestegard

"May God continue the unity of our country as this railroad unites the two great
oceans of the world." This prayer was inscribed on a gold spike which was used to join
the Union and the Central Pacific Railways at Promontory Point, Utah.' On May 10,
1869 when this event took place, transcontinental travel by rail became a reality. After
more than a decade of effort, East and West were finally physically connected. This did
not mean, however, the complete alleviation of the problems involved in Western travel.
Early travelers on the railroad many times had to deal with adverse weather, Indians, train
robbers, prejudice, and just plain discomfort. It is not only interesting to examine the
experience of the first groups of transcontinental railroad travelers, but such an
examination reveals to us a glimpse of the American way of life on the frontier as a
whole. The early passengers of the Pacific Railroad can be seen as similar to the
passengers of the stagecoach in the movie entitled Stagecoach, who represented a piece of
civilization facing the challenges of the frontier. Therefore, the examination of the
experiences and feelings of railroad travelers reveals the complex process of opening the
West, which the "iron horse" ultimately completed.
When transcontinental railroad trips began, one of the first things travelers noticed
was, of course, the design of the passenger cars themselves. Their design can be said to
reveal something about the American "psyche." Unlike passenger cars in Europe which
were divided into compartments, American passenger cars consisted of rows of seats
facing the same way on each side, with an aisle down the middle. Many Europeans found
this arrangement to be superior to the small, locked compartments which were often
believed to increase the danger of murder and robbery. American trains also contained
conveniences such as washing facilities and toilets, which were technically not possible
for decades in the European compartment cars. The reason for both of these adjustments
is believed to be the long distances traveled by American railroads in comparison to
European railroads. American passengers needed more freedom to move about during the
long trips, and the train itself needed to be self-sufficient due to fewer stations and longer
distances.2
A conflicting belief is that the simple design of the Amercan passenger car merely
reflected the desire of the builders to save time and money. A railroad book written by a
German author named Wolfgang Schivelbusch says that "The American car can also be
described as the simplest and cheapet type of passenger car: just as the lack of capital in
the U.S. during the early and mid-nuieteenth century led to the cheapest mode of railroad
construction, it also resulted in the 1 ast expensive kind of passenger car."3 The book,
however, then goes on to reveal yet another interesting European view of the American
railroad car as being related to American democracy in the nineteenth century. The belief
is that: "The classless open car is economically, politically, psychologically, and
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culturally the appropriate travel container for a democratic pioneer society, while the
compartment car, on the other hand, expresses the social conditions prevailing in
Europe."4 While this belief may seem a bit extreme, it does point out the fact that
railroad travel to the West was a truly unique American experience.
While Europeans may have found the American passenger car to be classless and
democratic, it in fact was very "class-conscious." The wealthy traveler of the 1870's
could pay around $100 to go first class on the Pacific Railroad from Omaha to
Sacramento. These were luxurious cars with upholstered seats that could be converted to
beds to sleep in. The even more well-off could pay a little more and ride the comfortable
Pullman sleeping cars which were introduced in 1865. For approximately $80, a traveler
could ride second class in the day coaches. Although these cars were usually attached to
express trains, and traveled at the same speed as first class passengers, they were not as
grand or comfortable, and the passengers were forced to sleep in their seats. Those who
rode second class, however, were usually permanent inhabitants of the West making short
day-trips.5 Third ciass passengers rode immigrant cars, which charged aroung $40 for the
transcontinental trip. These cars offered no comfort for the traveler and took ten days to
complete the same trip the express trains completed in five days. Often trains pulling
immigrant cars had to pull over and wait on side tracks while express trains passed them
by.6 An unofficial fourth class also existed on the railroad in the form of the free-riding
hobos who, due to their numbers, often posed a considerable concern to railroaders.
It is important to take a closer look at the experience of the travelers on the
immigrant cars when examining the role of the train on Western settlement, for these
were the people who normally came to do the settling. Unlike first-class passengers who
were often tourists, or second-class passengers who were usually already Western dwellers,
the average third-class passenger had come with a dream of starting a new life in the West.
Robert Louis Stevenson was an exception to this premise in that he was a tourist from
Scotland who chose to ride the immigrant train to the West to get a view of what this
experience was like. This future novelist, who would become famous for such books as
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde and Treasure Island, also wrote some very interesting material
about his experiences on the immigrant train in 1879. Stevenson described the railroad
car as "a long, narrow wooden box, like a flat-roofed Noah's ark...."l Unlike the first and
second class cars which contained upholstered seats, the immigrant cars contained only
wooden benches which Stevenson claimed were "too short for anything but a young
child."8 In order to have a place to sleep, it was necessary to use the "chum" method.
Two travelers would arrange their benches to face each other by using reversible backs.
Then each chum would buy a hoard and three square cushions stuffed with straw which
they would lay from bench to bench to make a couch wide enough for two and long
enough for a man of middle height. An official on the railroad would set up the "chums"
and then sell them the board and cushions for two and a half dollars. It seems as though
the passengers were often taken advantage of with this offer, for often before the train left,
prices would be one and a half dollars, and at stations along the road only fifty cents.9
It seems though, that Stevenson was lucky to be able to use the "chum" method.
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It seems though, that Stevenson was lucky to be able to use the "chum" method.
Sometimes when the train was full it was impossible to set up "chums." Also, some of
the immigrant cars had only backless benches, and passengers had to place their straw
sacks on the floor between benches and aisles. In comparison, Susan Coolidge wrote a
magazine article in 1873 describing her trip on a Pullman car in which she said:
At bed-time the porter enters, pulls the sofa out into a roomy bed, manipulates the arm-chairs
in some mysterious way so that they form another bed, produces sheets, blankets, and
pillows from repositories overhead, hangs curtains over doors and windows, presents you
with a handful of towels, and departs, leaving you shut into as snug and secluded a bed-room
as anyone could desire.'°
According to Stevenson, "Equality, though conceived very largely in America, does not
extend so low down as to an immigrant.''1
Not only were immigrants treated roughly in a physical sense, they were often
emotionally mistreated. Railroad conductors were usually far from civil, and when
stopping at a station, no warning was given to the passengers before the train pulled
away. Without any whistle-blow or shout of "all aboard," passengers were forced to keep
an eye on the train even while eating, to prevent being left behind. There was also
prejudice on the trains among the immigrants themselves. The cars were usually
segregated with one for families, one for men traveling alone, and one for the Chinese
travelers. Stevenson wrote, "Of all stupid ill-feelings, the sentiment of my
fellow-Caucasians toward our companions in the Chinese car was the most stupid and the
worst." 2 One of the ironic beliefs that Stevenson pointed out, was that the white
travelers thought the Chinese were dirty people, when in fact their car was the freshest of
the three. While the Chinese sacrificed some of their modesty in order to wash their feet
and other parts of their body on the train, the Caucasians would refuse to wash anything
more than their face and hands, which caused their cars to begin to "stink abominably. - 13
Thus prejudices, involving both economic status and race, were making themselves
known on the frontier, just as they had in urban civilization.
Passengers on the early trains were also to face problems unique to the frontier,
such as those brought about by Mother Nature. Granville M. Dodge, chief engineer of
the Union Pacific during its construction, described in his personal account entitled How
We Built the Union Pacific Railway, the problems faced during the first winter of the
transcontinental railroad in 1869-70. Dodge wrote:
In building the road, we studied the mountains to get our lines upon the slopes that were the
least exposed to heavy snows and slides, but we had no means of fighting the snows in the
Laramie Plains except by fences and sheds, and none were put up until the year 1870, so that
when the heavy snows fell in the winter of 1869-70 it caught six of our trains west of
Laramie that were snowed in there some weeks. 14
Problems occuring in the summer included prairie fires, resulting from midsummer
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droughts, which were very dangerous for they moved swiftly over wide areas. Summer
heat also became intolerable for passengers who had to keep their windows closed to
prevent dust and soot from entering.
Passengers often had views of wildlife, including herds of buffalo. These herds
were rapidly thinning, however, partly due to buffalo slaughtering which occured among
the railroad builders during the construction of the tracks. This obvious decrease in
buffalo did not prevent passengers with guns from frequently taking shots at the animals
while the train passed by. Even more common were train delays caused by cattle on the
tracks. In fact, cowcatchers were attached to the fronts of locomotives. Ranchers though,
made no effort to keep their cattle off tracks, in fact, "many welcomed their being killed
by trains--an easy way, they felt, to 'market' their beef and to secure cash in the form of
compensation from railroad companies." 5
The Indians, like the buffalo, were also present in diminishing numbers, largly due
to the actual construction of the railroad. While the Indians posed a definite threat to
construction workers--and there are stories of Indians capturing freight trains and causing
derailment--most Indian troubles for the Union Pacific Railroad vanished with the
completion of the line in 1869.16 While conflicts between the United States and the
Indians were far from over at this time, travelers were beginning to feel a sense of
conquest over the frontier through the completion of its iron road, and in turn a conquest
over the natives of the land. In fact, Stevenson described the Indians he viewed on his trip
as being a world apart from the mighty savages feared by many a stagecoach traveler.
Stevenson wrote:
I saw no wild or independent Indian; indeed, I hear that such avoid the neighborhood of the
train; but now and again at waystations, a husband and wife and a few children disgracefully
dressed out with the sweepings of civilization, came forth and stared upon the immigrants.
The silent stoicism of their conduct, and the pathetic degradation of their appearance, would
have touched any thinking creature.... l was ashamed for the thing we call civilization. 17
Ironically, one of the major fears of the railroad traveler during the time of the first
transcontinental railroad did not involve the natives, but rather fellow white men. This
threat was that of train robbers, perhaps the most notorious being Jesse and Frank James,
along with their cousins the Youngers. One of their Union Pacific Railroad robberies
netted fifty-five thousand dollars. It was the James brothers who established the general
holdup pattern that included working as a gang, signaling the train to halt, covering the
engineer and fireman while entering the train from the rear, uncoupling the express car and
pulling it forward beyond sight of the passenger coaches, holding up trainmen and
passengers, collecting booty, killing if necessary, and escaping with loot on horseback. 18
Other infamous train robbers of the era, who also tended to follow this pattern, included
the Reno gang, the Daltons, Sam Bass and gang, the Doolins, and the "Wild Bunch."
Even with the decline of train robberies near the end of the century, 261 train robberies
resulted in the death of eighty-eight people and the injury of eighty-six more during the
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decade of the 1890's. Ninety percent of those killed were innocent, defenceless people.19
Often these robbers, however, came to be looked upon as heros or Western "Robin
Hoods," due to existing resentment towards the rairoads among farmers and others who
saw them as corrupt manipulators together with other Eastern capitalists.
One other danger for the early transcontinental traveler was accidents, often as as
result of hasty completion of construction. Specifically, most of the railroad wrecks were
caused by poor mad-bed construction, single-track lines, inadequate braking and signaling
systems, unguarded crossings, fire-prone wooden coaches, and human error. Trains
frequently derailed, bridges gave way under their weight, and many tragic wrecks involved
trains running into each other head-on.20 Despite these tragedies, travel by train was still
much safer, and much faster, than by stagecoach.
But what of the travelers themselves? Who were they and what were they looking
for? Stevenson spoke of his fellow passengers as being from "almost every quarter of
the continent...some one or two were fleeing in quest of a better land and better wages.
The talk in the train, like the talk I heard on the steamer, ran upon hard times, short
commons, and hope that moves ever westward."21 In fact, the majority of the people
who did pick up and move out West did so due to economic reasons. This was not
original to the railroad since many traveled earlier by wagon, stagecoach, or even by foot
for the same reason. This obsession with escaping the hardships of the East and finding
fortune in the West was so strong that Stevenson said, "Hunger, you would have thought,
came out of the east like the sun, and the evening was made of edible gold.'22
Not all of those traveling west would find this land to be the fulfillment of their
dreams. Many would give up in their attempt to start a new life in the new lands, and
soon trains traveling east would be just as full as those going west. The opening of the
West by the railroads would ultimately lead to the closing of the West. Stevenson
addressed this issue while contemplating the fact that his fellow passengers included both
Europeans and Chinese. He wrote:
Hungry Europe and hungry China, each pouring from their gates in search of provender, had
here come face to face. The two waves had met; east and west had alike failed; the whole
round world had been prospected and condemned; there was no El Dorado anywhere; and till
one could emigrate to the moon, it seemed as well to stay patiently at home.23
Thus, Stevenson suggested that the closing of the frontier would affect not only the
outlook of Americans, but of the entire world.
Although Stevenson's prophesy was a bit premature, it was true that the
completion of the transcontinental railroad was the beginning of the end for the American
frontier. When the golden spike with the prayer for unity engraved on it was used to join
the rails on May 10, 1969, however, the country's mind was on the future, just as the
minds of the travelers on the immigrant trains were. As has been discussed here, the road
was not always an easy one, but it was uniquely American just like the design of its
railroad cars. The pieces of civilization contained in the railroad cars of the first
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transcontinental railway, like the piece of civilization examined in Stagecoach, were
facing the problems of the frontier such as weather, Indians, and accidents. The railroad
riders though, were closer to winning their battle with the wilderness and were instead
forced to face the problems civilization itself was bringing, especially corruption and
prejudice. Unfortunately, this battle was one the settlers were not so sure they could win.
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A LAMB AMONG WOLVES
by Janet Wheeler
"It's wonderful to see you again, Ida!" I exclaimed while folding away the morning
New York Times.
"Oh, I don't call myself Ida anymore," she whispered. "Its Frances, you know, for
Frances Farmer."
"Well," I gasped as if impressed. "I'm still clinging to plain old Cecilia.'
"Why there's nothing plain to it," she assured me. "It suits you so well."
"Yes, well, it's certainly been a long time."
"Yes, it sure has."
Ida Brooks was one of my best friends in high school. I hadn't seen her in eighteen
years, yet I recognized her the moment I looked up from the coffee table. She was a little
over-dressed for that place, a little overweight for that dress, and a little over-sunned for
her complexion. Nonetheless, Ida was still the same little girl with the saucer eyes and
silver-platter dreams.
She had left for New York two weeks after our high school graduation to become
"an actress." We'd kept in touch through Christmas cards until about two years ago when
my suburban home became just a dark and lonely box to crawl inside every night. For
relief or distraction, I had moved to the city myself. Of course, Ida had never become an
actressjust as I had never become a teacher like I said I would. But, she seemed healthy
and happy all the same.
I asked her to sit down and fill me in on the last couple of years I'd somehow lost
track of. Did she have a career? No, because she was having fun window shopping.
Married yet? Oh, yes. Three months. Large wedding, white gown, long train, met him
at Times Square on New Year's. Love at first sight.
It all seemed very nice. Happy? Oh, yes. You? Well, I was getting by.
Obviously I wasn't having as glorious a time as she was, but she pleasantly reminded me
that "life is only as miserable as you make it out to be."
"So, how's Dennis?" she piped. "No...Donald?"
"Daniel was killed in an auto accident," I replied soberly.
"Oh, how tragic," she murmured.
"People die."
"Yes," she nodded. "Do you remember when Springsteen died? I couldn't eat or
sleep or do anything for weeks! Wasn't that awful?"
Somehow, it was as if she'd never left high school. "Rock singers do die,
Ida. ..Frances. So do movie stars, so do pets ... so do husbands."
"Well, I know that," She stuttered, "but you never stop to think that they'd do that
to you. You know, up and die."
At that moment, the waiter arrived with refills, coffee and herbal tea, and a phone
message for Ida.
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Oh, good, that's Jack."
She excused herself and ran to the phone, knocking her billfold off the table as she
whisked away. I picked it up and returned it to the table. Then, in order not to invite any
thieves, I put it back in her pocketbook. She returned a few moments later, walking in
an effort to contain her excitement, and promply took her seat.
"That was Jack, all right," she squeeled. "He says 'Hi."
"Anything the matter?"
"Oh no, it's just his one-thirty phone call. Every afternoon for the last three
months--he never misses it."
I could not believe what I had heard. The two last hopeless romantics in this world
had found each other, married, and were living in the Village, in their own Garden of
Eden... or had they called it "Tara"? She sat before me, pensively sucking on a breadstick,
like a child concentrating on her lollipop. She finally noticed me studying her, and her
idiot's stare became a sloppy, bovine grin.
"Jack's taking me to an old Mel Gibson classic. I've probably seen it before, but
his eyes! Don't they just make you melt inside?"
"I don't go to movies much anymore," I flatly responded.
"Oh, I guess it's tough with your schedule."
"Frankly, I'm just not interested anymore."
"But you and I..."
"Frankly," I interjected,"I feel that I've outgrown the popular cinema."
Taken aback by my abruptness, Ida took to sipping her tea, and returned the
breadstick to her mouth. After finishing off the cup in silence as I gazed into the brown
abyss of my own coffee cup, she rose and earnestly apologized for having to leave. You
see, the show was starting in twenty minutes and Jack, her knight in shining armor, was
awaiting her arrival.
So Ida, dearest Ida, the white dove, the playful kitten, bade me farewell and good
luck and slipped out the door into the Manhattan morning sun. She floated away, as if
blessed with angel's wings, and my eyes, traitors to my common sense, enviously
followed the lamb as she disappeared among the wolves. A pitying chuckle hopped out
of my mouth as I coerced my eyes into turning from the window, turning back to the
Times, and turning back to the world I knew--of death, of sorrow, of fear, but at least, of
reality.
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FIERY AS THE TONGUE
by Susan K. Vo!mer

Blazing, blazing through a crack in the black
It whispers a hollow golden tongue
Dripping orange tissue as the curling tips
Lick
The air.
The blackness-The endless shadow drips through the mountain gullies
Oosing
Over the sky
--A lava of darkness spreading over the clouds,
Stopped by nothing.
Only these golden tongues can penetrate the dark
As long as they are fed.
The blackness--the inevitable-Who can predict it?
--The tongues licking their fiery, crackled words
Into a silent night?
I wonder how many tongues it would take to crack
The sky open wide
To let the light through?
Calmness-Ice in the air always brings calmness
When the whole camp huddles around
The warm, whipping tongues.
They are hypnotized by their rare contrast.
There must be a way to escape the oosing blackness
Fingering over clouds
Over people's lives.
Under its iciness, no one moves.
14

They merely freeze as driftwood left
Too long in a pond.
We protrude from its smooth glass, so it must
Smother us
Down.
--Roll us out on the ice with unlight
--And smear our flesh with the wind.
The barren ice-We can't sprout out from it in slants
Criss-crossing and whipping our tongues.
The ice

--the conforming sameness-Bears us down.

How often we may search for our own
Golden tongues
Where there have not been.
So we gaze on from windows at other arms
Cracking
Tongues into the blackness
Breaking
The monotony with a mark.
Now I gaze upon naked, golden strands
Which have almost been extinguished.
They beckon to me,
While still scratching an existence.
The glass surface of the pond melts away from my face
--Changing-As my golden tongue streaks
Out
Across the sky.
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STAR TREK: A HOPEFUl PORTRAYAL OF HUMANS
AND HUMANISM
by John W. Scott

The television series "Star Trek" has been an important and enduring image, not
only in our society, but around the world. Although it did not originally receive a great
deal of attention during its brief three-year run (September 8, 1966 to April 4, 1969), in
syndication it inspired the first, and perhaps only, true cult/fan following of a television
series.' The huge marketing and later film success which "Star Trek" became, shocked
many in the television world who thought that this "innovative but corny" show would
never find an audience. However, upon closer investigation and consideration, it seems
that it was quite logical for "Star Trek" to gain such a widespread popularity.
The first important step toward understanding this phenomenon is to examine the
period during which "Star Trek" was created--the late 1960's. This was a time of
questioning and re-evaluation in the world, and many changes were taking place. The
police action in Vietnam, the emergence of the free-thinking drug culture, and the
furthering civil rights movements--among many other things--were generating widespread
unrest and mistrust in institutions which, for the last several decades, had operated
relatively smoothly and unquestioned. These insitituions included the state, church,
family, marriage, and various levels of the educational system, particularly at the college
level. This was in stark contrast to the previous, relatively stable, rebuilding years
following World War H.
The intellectual community, in particular, was questioning society. Many books
were written on the topic of the future of man: where we were going and what sort of
moral responsibilities we had been given along with our new technological advances. In
response to this condition, Karl Jaspers, a German philosopher said, "Either all mankind
will physically perish or there will be a change in the moral-political condition of man."2
Yet another man urged, "the bells which toll for makind are--most of them, anyway--like
the bells on Alpine cattle; they are attached to our own necks, and it must be our fault if
they do not make a cheerful and harmonious sound.'3 However poetically the condition
of mankind is described by these men, the message is the same: man must plot a new
course and follow it. Clearly, old, unthinking, dogmatic thought-patterns became, for
many, no longer feasible.
"Star Trek" represented this "fresh, new" look at the future: a future where man is
a moral, rational, benevolent being in charge of his own destiny. The series definitely
represents this, as is illustrated by the crew of the Enterprise. The crew rarely (though
when they were, there was a lesson to be learned) is in the wrong, and usually deals with
strange and misled life-forms, which need only to be shown the error of their ways. In
the series, technology--which has always been dangerous when not tempered with human
ethics and reason (the atom bomb, for example)--is downplayed in the face of human
judgement and cunning. According to sociologist/psychologist William Tyrell:
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The fear of Science as a force for change dominates the popular mentality because we long for
freedom from change and security from disaster more than enlightenment "Star Trek' reflects
and confronts these anxieties by telling a myth, a story, of human superiority. It explains
why machines can never replace people, nor research alter their condition. The threat is
circumvented and camoflaged by "Star Trek's myth of permanence for the individual and the
world.4
Although this statement reflects Tyrells personal opinion on man and machines, his
argument fits in well with the aforementioned hypothosis.
In a study done by a team of sociologists on science in television, the following
conclusion was made:
Television is a "wholesaler" of most images, including that of science. The image of science,
although mostly benign, is linked with future, fantasy, and danger. The image of the
scientist, although again sometimes positive, is a relatively rare, limited, and--compared to
that of other characters--strange and forbidding image. Steady exposure to these images
confirms the suspicion and mistrust of those who already harbor such feelings.5
A study of the common plot structure in "Star Trek" supports this notion. Most plots
portray the crew of the Enterprise struggling against, and invariably overcoming, a
machine or computer which otherwise sought to destroy or threaten mankind in some
way. This was often accomplished through human instinct, emotion, or illogical patterns
of thinking, pandering to many people's current mistrust in technology, and reassuring
their "humanness" in a world which they saw becoming increasingly dominated by
machines.
Another major reason for the success of the show was its ability to put intellectual
and philosophical concepts into an action setting with many different levels of meaning
("Star Trek's' popularity is partially based on its recurring Freudian dramas..."6). The
show also oftentimes deals with Platonic ideas of rationalism, logic, and values: the
ideological conflict between civilized man and man in his natural state; the conflict
between cold, hard logic (computers and Spock) and intuition, instinct, and feeling
(human beings and Captain Kirk).
In one episode, aptly named "The Apple," the crew comes into conflict with a
group of natives on a planet who have their every need provided for. A computer below
the planet's surface gives them food, controls the weather, and keeps them healthy in
exchange for their feeding it power and keeping it strong. As a result, the natives are
unable to think for themselves, and their ignorance and helplessness progresses to the
point where they do not even know how to reproduce. Despite their ignorance (and
perhaps because of it,) they are happy and innocent: in fact, they do not know what the
word "kill" means. After the crew of the Enterprise destroys the computer and 'frees' the
natives, they are uncertain if they have done the right thing because now the natives have
the 'apple' of knowledge. Not only is this episode in direct corollation to the Garden of
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Eden story, but it is also possible to see many other different levels of meaning almost
constantly throughout the show. These types of thought-provoking episodes were what
"hooked" its viewers, and invariably, its fans.
In other episodes, Freudian concepts are again dealt with, provoking further
thought about the nature and purpose of man.7 Oftentimes, the characters somehow have
their ideas separated from their egos or superegos, provoking questions of priority,
importance, and the struggle between the two in the human animal. In one show, for
example, Captain Kirk is separated into two bodies: one containing his appetites, lust,
and agressive drives (his id), and the other containing his conscience, reason, and sense of
duty and laws (his superego). It is revealed throughout the show that neither one can
function without the other; one is passive and incapable of decisive decision-making, and
the other is brutal, unfeeling, and a danger to both the crew and himself. It is the
combination between the two which makes man what he is, and a new angle on the
celebration of humanity is shown to the viewer.
Ironically, as advanced as "Star Trek" presents man, some things, it seems, never
change:
"Star Trek's" popularity is also partially based on its stereotypical sex roles. The Captain and
his science officers and medical officers symbolize a traditional sexual D of L and enact
romantic scripts in which women desire love and marriage while men want sex and adventure.
Threats to male authority are possible only between men or between men and machines.8
Stereotypical sex roles are very apparent in the show. The women, for example, rarely
hold positions of authority (especially on the Enterprise,) and are confined to the same
kinds of sterotypical roles which they often had ten or twenty years ago, and frequently
still do today. They are the nurses, communications officers (secretaries), and personal
assistants to men in charge (for example, the Captain's Janice Rand). These women often
symbolize beauty and innocence, but very rarely authority or knowledge. Finally, the
god/computer figures which the crew encounters so frequently, are almost always male."
Goffman's frame analysis provides a theory to interpret these scripts as cultural
artifacts rather than primordial drives. A vocabulary for conducting a frame analysis of
'Star Trek' can be developed.'9 This frame analysis is simple to apply. Erving Goffman,
who believed in the ability of a glimpse of interaction (such as in a photograph) to
provide us with models who are portraying themselves, also felt that contrived scenes
(such as "Star Trek") are:
intentionally choreographed to be unambiguous about matters that uncontrived scenes might
well be uniforming about to strangers .... Also, scenes contrived for photographing (and
filming) can be shot from any angle the cameraman chooses, the subjects themselves splayed
out to allow an unobstructed view... 10
Therefore, by observing the show as an indicator of society-constructed values and
behavior patterns, the sexist nature of the show can be seen. Women are always looking
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up at the men, even if it means having the women sit in a chair or on the ground if they
are taller. Many other types of these scenes which Goffman describes can be seen,
including the use of another's body as a leaning or resting post,11 women as smiling
more readily than men or when it is unwarranted, 12 and downward orintation of the head,
perhaps representing submissiveness.13
Despite the direct contradiction to the crew's values of equality and justice for all,
the sexist nature of "Star Trek' provides us with yet another explanation for the show's
success. 'Mass communication is best understood as a mirror of society that reflects an
ambiguous image in which the individual projects his own vision of himself and
society." 14 Despite the technological advances which have been made in this future,
perhaps it was and is heartening for people to see that, "the more things change, the more
that they stay the same."15 Sexism as an institution was possibly seen as a comfort to
the men, and perhaps even to some women (although many were disturbed by such an
image), especially when depicted that far into the future. The show then, is once again
seen as a transition to something better, yet with a certain amount of security and
stability intact, as it was with the man/machine conflict.
"Star Trek" represents a fairly hopeful look into the future, during and especially
following a dynamic period in our history. The reasons for the show's inability to gain
immediate popularity are unclear. Perhaps because of the date of its creation, when
insititutions were being questioned to the fullest, it was viewed with its sexual
stereotypes and fairly conservative institutional ideas (Freud, Plato, etc.,) as something
which was unimaginative and preachy. Only after continued viewing and evaluation could
people develop a genuine interest in these historically and institutionally debated issues
which, because of their ultimacy, can appeal to virtually anyone. Being framed in a
dramatic situation, with humor, action, and character development, further allowed nearly
multi-class and ethnic accessibility to these basic human concerns. "Star Trek"
represented a rennaisance of sorts; it was fun, full of action, but most significantly,
something which has rarely been seen in the history of television. Perhaps it is this
quality which accounts for its popularity--now, and in the foreseeable future.
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SOLZHENITSYN AND RELIGION
by Pam Hill
When was it that I completely
Scattered the good seeds, one and all?
For after all I spent my boyhood
In the bright singing of Thy Temples.
Bookish subtleties sparkled brightly,
Piercing my arrogant brain.
The secrets of the world were. ..in my grasp,
Life's destiny ... as pliable as wax.
Blood seethed—and every swirl
Gleamed iridescently before me,
Without a rumble the building of my faith
Quietly crumbled within my heart
But passing here between being and nothingness,
Stumbling and clutching at the edge,
I look behind me with a grateful tremor
Upon the life I have lived.
Not with good judgment nor with desire
Are its twists and turns illuminated,
But with the even glow of the Higher Meaning
Which became apparent to me only later on.
And now with measuring cup returned to me,
Scooping up the living water,
God of the Universe! I believe again!
Though I renounced You, You were with me!'
The Soviet Union--known for its religious persecution and its aesthetic doctrine.
Yet Russia's past is saturated by a traditional Orthodox Christian faith. Alexander
Solzhenitsyn is an exiled Soviet dissident. He strongly believes that the religious
dimension of life must not be forgotten or neglected. His poem quoted above shows his
religious nature which influences his writings. He proclaims a universal message based
on his religious thoughts, providing many insights into morality and the search for
purpose and inner tranquility.
To understand Solzhenitsyn's world view, one must understand the presuppositions
that underlie his system. He believes that the quality or success of one's life must not be
measured by material standards. The goal of earthly existence is not to become
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prosperous. The desired outcome of life is the development of the soul. Quality of life
and success are achieved through growth on the spiritual level, not through material
wealth.2
Looking at his writings, one begins to further understand what religion and the
development of the soul mean to Solzhenitsyn. In The Gulag Archipelago Two,
Solzhhenitsyn summarizes his definition of religion. He explains:
The line separating good and evil passes not through states, nor between classes,
nor between political parties either--but right through every human heart--and
through all human hearts. This line shifts. Inside us, it oscillates with the years.
And even within hearts overwhelmed by evil, one small bridgehead of good is
retained. And even in the best of all hearts there remains.. .an unuprooted small
corner of evil.3

For Solzehnitsyn, religion is the struggle of each human being against the evil which
reigns in one's heart. Each individual attempts to minimize the small corner of evil
which remains. One's life journey must be "above all an experience of moral growth: to
leave life a better human being than one started it."4 He accepts each of the varied
religious systems of the world as a way of struggling and fighting against the evil, a way
of achieving moral growth. His spirituality goes beyond specific religious systems or
methods to present universal challenges in the fight against the evil which is within every
heart.
Solzhenitsyn declares, "I am convinced of His presence in every human life--in my
own and in that of entire peoples."5 Although Solzhenitsyn refers to "His presence" in
his own life as God, the divine presence in others does not have to be labelled "God" for it
to exist. In his fictional works, Solzhenitsyn develops characters that show the inner
divine presence in a varity of ways. Through each example, he presents an inner strength,
a purpose to life, an element of dignity that arises when one goes beyond ordinary
"natural" existence and encounters the inner source.
Solzhenitsyn's characters arise from both formal and unconventional religious
systems. Religion of the formal nature is shown in both "The Easter Procession" and
One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich. In "The Easter Procession," Solzhenitsyn
presents a story which is centered around an Orthodox celebration of Easter. Although the
older beivers are not depicted very positively, the importance which he places on religion
can be seen by comparing the young people in the story. The onlookers are irreligious.
Their actions are presented in a chaotic, disrespectful light. In contrast, there are a few
young female believers in the procession. These girls have something that is missing in
the crowd of onlookers. It is an inner quality of peace and tranquility, a ray of hope for
the future. Through the depiction of the girls, Solzhenitsyn makes a statement that the
Orthodox Church still has something to offer. In contrast to the crowd of agitated
onlookers, through the Church the girls seem to have found the inner divine presence and
attained peace and contentment.
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In One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich, Solzhenitsyn creates another character
who achieves moral growth through formal religion. Alyoshka was a Baptist who was in
the prison camp with Ivan. Throughout the story, he was presented in a positive light.
He was a hard worker, but more importantly, a man with dignity and inner peace.
Alyoshka explained where his strength came from
You mustn't pray for somebody to send you a package or for an extra helping of
gruel. Things that people set store by are base in the sight of the Lord. You must
pray for the things of the spirit so the Lord will take evil things from our hearts.
What d'you want your freedom for? What faith you have will be choked in thorns.
Rejoice that you are in prison. Here you can think of your soul. Paul the Apostle
said: 'What mean you to weep and to break my heart? for I am ready not to be
bound only, but also to die for the name of the Lord Jesus."6
Alyoshka retained this dignity and purpose in the camps because of his faith in God. He
fought the struggle against the evil in his heart by enlisting God's help in prayer.
Alyoshka lives Out Solzhenitsyn's belief that priority must be placed on ridding the heart
of evil. Misfortunes such as being placed in a camp and being stripped of all material
wealth can be positive experiences if they promote moral growth.
For Solzhenitsyn, the arena of moral growth is not confined to formal religious
circles. Many of his characters are able to find the "God" within their inner selves
through informal channels. Doctor Oreshchenkov, in The Cancer Ward, is a clear
example:
Just as his body demanded restoration of its forces, so his inner state... demanded immersion
in silence.... His inner state seemed to demand cleansing and transparency. This silent
immobility, in which his thoughts were not focused on anything and did not even roam
about, gave him this sense of clarity and completeness.
At such moments the whole meaning of existence—of his own life throughout the long past
and the short future, and his late wife's, and his young granddaughter's, and everybody's in
general--seemed to him to be not in their chief activity, in which they were constantly
engrossed, in which all interest was supposed to lie and by which they were known to people.
It was to the degree to which they were able to keep unmuddied, unfrozen and undistorted the
image of eternity that sits within each person.7
The Old Doctor exemplifies Solzhenitsyn's idea of a religious man. He realizes the
importance of the inner portion of his self. In fact, he holds this portion as his truest
self. Meaning is given to life through the spiritual communion of one's inner self with
the image of eternity. Through the communion, life is given clarity and completeness.
One attains moral growth and is able to overcome larger portions of the evil within the
heart.
Solzhenitsyn's religious ideals are displayed in characters from The First Circle
also. Nerzhin understands:
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Not by birth, not by the work of ones hands, not by the wings of education is one elected
into the people.
But by ones inner self.
Everyone forges his inner self year after year.
One must try to temper, to cut, to polish one's soul so as to become a human being.8
One's life must transcend the material realm and include matters of the soul. One will
only be able to distinguish between good and evil by searching one's own heart and
finding truth in the tempered, cut, and polished inner self. Later Nerzhin declares:
I had no idea what good and evil were, and whatever was allowed seemed fine to me. But the
lower I sink into this inhumanly cruel world, the more I respond to those who, even in such a
world, speak to my conscience...if you know when you die that you haven't been a complete
bastard, that's at least some satisfaction.9
In distinguishing good from evil, Nerzhin searches within himself to his conscience. For
Solzhenitsyn, it is within each man that the divine is found. As he states in his poem,
"Though I renounced You, You were with me!" One does not have to recognize or
acknowledge the divine in order to be influenced by Him. As Nerzhin searches the depths
of his being, he encounters the God that is within each man and can then distinguish good
from evil.
Religion of the inner self is very important to Solzhenitsyn. But in order to
understand the full meaning religion has for him, one must also analyze his proposed role
of religion in society. In "The Easter Procession," Solzhenitsyn shows, through a
fictional story, a society that has lost its religious traditions. The youth who gather as
onlookers represent a society void of religion. He ends his story with a remark that the
new generation that is rising up without religious beliefs will one day turn and trample
on everyone.10 He believes that society must be founded on a moral base that has regard
for the spiritual dimension of its individuals, or society will be destroyed by itself.
In "Letter to the Soviet Leaders," Solzhenitsyn addressed the modern Soviet
society. His theme in the letter is similar to the message of "The Easter Procession," yet
in greater detail. He states:
The considerations which guide our country must be these: to encourage the inner, the moral,
the healthy, development of the people... J myself see Christianity today as the only living
spiritual force capable of undertaking the spiritual healing of Russia.... But I request and
propose no special privileges for it, simply that it should be treated fairly and not
suppressed."
Solzhenitsyn believes that religion should be a guiding force in society.
Individuals should have a religious, moral foundation. Religion must be allowed to
regain its place in society. Irreligious modern society is destroying peoples' souls. In his
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poem he explained, "Bookish subtleties sparkled brightly,! Piercing my arrogant
brain.... Without a rumble the building of my faith/Quietly crumbled within my heart."
For Solzhenitsyn, the modern advances are being bought with the sacrifice of human
souls, and the advances are not worth the price.
Not only does he warn the atheistic Soviet Union, but.his warning also goes to
America and the West. Despite the religious freedom present in these countries, he
declares that the foundations are being lost:
[In the West] a total emancipation occured from the moral heritage of the Christian
centuries.... State systems were becoming ever more materalistic. The West had finally
achieved the rights of man, and even to excess, but man's sense of responsiblity to God and
society has grown dimmer and dimmer.12
For Solzhenitsyn, the West's humanistic system, which is devoid of any type of higher
force, is missing life's most valuable aspects:
We cannot avoid reassessing the fundamental definitions of human life and human society. Is
it true that man is above everything? Is there no Superior Spirit above him? Is it right that
mans life and society's activities should be ruled by material expansion above all? Is it
permissible to promote such expansion to the detriment of our integral spiritual life?13
Despite the high standard of living in the West, complete with material comforts
and conviences, one must remember that the success of one's life is not measured by
material standards. One's spiritual life is one's "most precious possession." 14 Quality of
life is measured by the development of the soul, moral growth and a successful struggle
against the evil which lies in one's heart. Unless Western society regains a regard for
spiritual well-being, Solzhenitsyn would direct the "Easter Procession" warning at the
West also: the irreligious generation which is now forming will one day destroy society.
The foundations of a system must be founded on the proper ideas or the system will
crumble. Solzhenitsyn believes the highest goal of life is moral development. Any
system non-centered on this pursuit will disintegrate.
Solzhenitsyn is a man of high standards. His religion is one of complete honesty.
One must not attempt any facades, but be absolutely true to one's inner self and one's
God. he sets an absolute standard of honesty for himself, and he expects others to live
up to his measure also. His guidelines also carry over to the political realm. For him,
the moral condition of a culture is the most important issue. A State must not try to
mask its moral condition with material success. Whether one is reading the works with
the eyes of an individual, or with the eyes of a policy maker, Solzhenitsyn raises the
issues which must be addressed. After exposure to his challenges, one is faced with a
choice of two paths. One can ignore Solzhenitsyn's plea to return to the spiritual
tradition, traveling further into the material world. Or, one can attempt to search one's
self with a new degree of honesty, spurred on by Solzhenitsyn's example. Although
Solzhenitsyn points to only one of the paths, the choice is left to the individual.
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UNTITLED
by Julie R. Sutton

Reminders
Nudge my memory
Forcing me to acknowledge
The things I must do
Yesterday.

PASSING AWAY
by Michelle L. Gilbert

Catch the lingering rays
Of sunset,
Cast them afore our eyes;
Blinding us with the vision of
noonday,
Blending away the
Rain.
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IMPRISONED
by Sherri Frost

In a room with black walls surrounding
my white.
Absorbing...
Feeding off my light and energy.
Nowhere to run because I can't find
the way out.
There is no exit sign in a void.
Hollow hell vacant of guiding hands.
Cold, black, narrow walls entrapping creativity.
No freedom,
No independence,
Only free space.
Darkness takes life and crushes it in a firm hand.
There is no light, only fantasy,
and only in the darkness of
my closed eyes.
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EL REVOLUCIONARTO DESCONOCIDO
by Marino S. Parada

The boy had been running for a long time without stopping. Gasping for air, he
looked back fearfully. He turned around again and continued running, making his way
toward the thick forest. He ran for about half an hour more before he felt his knees start
to bend. He felt the sweat on his face and in his eyes, obstructing his vision. His T-shirt
and skin had become one, and his pants were merely rags. His torn pair of shoes had been
left behind.
His knees finally gave in. He tried to stand on his feet but his legs did not
respond. He dragged his small body to the trunk of a nearby tree and leaned against it,
almost losing his breath. He closed his eyes momentarily but opened them again as he
felt something warm roll down one of his shins. He did not dare look; he wanted to
convince himself that it was only sweat.
As the warm liquid continued to roll down his shin, he ran his left hand over it.
Slowly he realized that he had been shot. An intense fear filled his mind and a cold
sensation ran through his entire body. His face turned red for a moment and then grew
increasingly pale. He saw his hand bathed with blood and quickly searched for more
wounds. His fear increased when he discovered that he was also bleeding from the right
side of his stomach.
"He will not get too far," he heard a voice say. It was one of the soldiers who had
foliwed him. His fear gave him strength; making an extra effort he managed to stand up.
Without looking back he started to run again. "If I can only make it to the
thickest part of the forest," he thought. Although he did not know the terrain where he
now found himself, he thought he knew how to find his way in the woods.
He did not think about Salvador whom he had seen struck down. If he had stopped
to help him, he would have seen how the bullet had come out, leaving a cavity in
Salvador's back. What was important now was his own life.
Exhausted, the boy managed to keep on his feet for about another half-hour. He
had managed to escape the soldiers, or perhaps they just knew that he would not last long.
He was not running anymore since his two wounds did not allow him to, especially the
one in his stomach. For a moment he saw the world upside down as his two weak legs
could hold him no longer; he surrendered to the ground.
Unlike his legs which no longer had the strength to continue running, his blood
had not ceased pouring from his small body. It was clear to him that without a doctor's
help he would never see the next day. He felt the desire to stand up again and continue
running, but he lacked the strength to do so.
Now he started recalling how it had all happened. "It was so sudden," he thought.
"The entire operation was a failure," he continued, shaking his head with regret. "What
could have gone wrong?" he asked himself, grimacing with acute pain. "Everything had
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been planned so carefully. Someone must have betrayed us." But who could have it
been? The boy himself did not know. Only two hours before he had been certain that
with their surprise attack, the military defense of the small town would have fallen to
them in a matter of minutes.
Now that the unsuccessful attack was over, the boy sadly remembered how most of
his comrades' lives had ended as the surprise attack had backfired on them.
Night had come without the boy's awareness. Suddenly, darkness accompained
by a deep silence came to reign. The green branches of the trees were rapidly transformed
into frightening shadows. The boy had been leaning against the tree for about an hour.
His wounds continued to bleed, debilitating him.
He closed his eyes for a moment, but opened again as the idea of dying possessed
his mind. "No, I can't die now," he murmured. He looked around as if he were trying to
find something, but there was nothing he was familiar with, except the fresh smell of
the forest and the darkness of the night. His weakness began to deceive him. For a
moment, he thought he heard something or someone approaching him, but after listening
carefully, he could only hear the incessant chirping of the insects.
The darkness of the night was reduced by the appearance of the night star which,
with a completely round shape, began in rise slowly and majestically over the tops of the
trees.
The boy who had seen this night star rise for at least fifteen years, now fixed his
eyes upon it. Almost forgetting his wounds, he contemplated its circular figure. He
closed his eyes again and as if by magic, he felt himself transported to the place he had
left behind several months before--his home.
Suddenly, he found himself in the yard leaning against the Carao tree where he
frequently used to sit. As he sat there, he looked around as if looking for answer. But an
answer to what? Perhaps one that would fit his present reality. He could not quite call
for a moment. Then he looked around again.
There, in front of him, was the thatched house which his father had built several
years before his death. His position at the trunk of the tree did not allow him to see what
was inside the house, but he did not need to--he already knew. He could see his mother
and his younger brother, Prospero. He could also see the earthen floor familiar to him
ever since he had been little.
He continued to examine the inside of the house without missing a single detail.
Then he thought about the many years of hard work which his father had given the
landlord in exchange for a miserable amount of money, an amount of money which by
itself could not support one single person, let alone an entire family. A miserable
amount of money and a miserable place to live. This had been all his father had received,
and all his own family was bound to get, too.
Even now he could not recall exactly the day his father died. However, he did
know that he had died while working for the landlord. Yet nothing was ever done about
it. Maria, his mother, had just been grateful that the landlord had allowed her and her
children to remain on his land, at least until they grew up and could pay him back with
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their labor.
The story was the same with other neighbors whose head of the household had died
because of a disease improperly attended to, or because of illegal and unsafe working
conditons. Without tangible evidence, the boy still knew that the story was repeated over
and over throughout the country. The conditions of the peasants did not matter, so long
as a small minority lived comfortably.
Now the boy could recall the reason which had led him to go to the mountains and
join the rebels instead of following the landlord's orders to work for him in the fields.
When the boy opened his eyes, he thought about getting up, but his body did not
respond. Even if he could walk, where could he go for help? Despite his knowledge of
the forest, he did not know this area and chances were that he would only get lost.
The night star continued its journey among millions of other lights which
appeared to be fixed in the dark sky. Its soft and quiet light managed to get through the
leaves sprinkling the boy's body. His once handsome face was now pale, and his soft and
delicate lips were dry. His straight black hair met his dark eyebrows, and his once active,
slim body felt now heavy and exhausted. His wounds were discarding the last drop of
blood his small body had.
"I am going to die here," he said to himself. "Why did it have to happen this
way?" For a moment he did not think about anything, but felt lonely. Raising his eyes
he saw the full moon above his head. The boy could feel its presence just as he had felt it
for nearly fifteen years while playing with the other children in the yard of what he
believed to be his home. He remembered how lonely his life had been before his brother,
Prospero, came and how jealous he became when his little sister, Esperanza, was born.
Now he remembered talking to both of them the night he left the house while his mother
had gone to visit one of her neighbors:
"I am going to the mountains to fight the enemy."
"And who is the enemy?" his little sister asked.
"Those who have worked our parents like slaves, who killed our father, those
who will force us to work for them when we grow up, those who will not let us go to
school while their sons have all they want to have."
He said this without realizing that it did not make sense to his little sister. She
was too young to understand what he was saying to her.
"But you will have a chance to go to school and to have other things later on," he
continued, "that's why I am leaving tonight."
"And when are you coming back?" Prospero had asked him.
"I don't know," he had responded. "Perhaps soon, perhaps never. But don't
worry, I'll be just fine," he concluded.
A piercing, cold breeze began to blow upon his pale face. He tried to move but
the pain did not allow him to. Now he was cold and felt thirsty for the first time. He
tried to moisten his dry lips with his tongue, but it was also parched.
He came to remember the successful attacks they had made since he had joined the
rebels as well as those his comrades had had in different parts of the country. A spark of
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light came to his eyes as he remembered this, and then he seemed to be satisfied.
"I know that in the end we will win; people can only be driven to a certain point.
Everything in this world has its limits. But just how much blood must be spilled to be
free?" he asked himself.
His brother and sister came back to his mind again and he said as if talking to
them, "you will be fine, you will be fine." He realized that his end was near, but he was
almost ready for it; now he was almost happy at the thought of dying. "Someone has to
pay the price," he thought.
The moon was starting to travel the second-half of its journey through the dark
sky. The cold breeze continued blowing and the trees moved their branches back and forth
as if they were dancing. The boy raised his eyes to the dark sky again, and this time he
saw a dark cloud which appeared to be making its way toward him. When it finally
reached him, he felt himself lifted from the ground, and lost in its darkness.
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THE IMPORTANCE AGE-GRADEDNESS HAS ON
CHILDREN'S DEVELOPMENT
by Philip Prouty
The research done by Kagan and Klein showed that children labeled as having
"absolute retardation" during infancy, do not possess this cognitive deficiency by the
beginning of adolescence (Kagan and Klein 1973: 948). Absolute retardation seems to be
reversible, as was evident in the research done on Guatemalan children which were labeled
"retarded" in areas such as activation of hypotheses, alertness, and object permanence, but
these emerged at a later age level. The data from their research did not show a relationship
between cognitive development at age 12.18 months of age and their intellectual
functioning at 11 years of age. These two factors were the basis of the comparative study
done on American and Guatemalan children designed to assess the cognitive processes
which are believed to be part of the natural competences of all children.
The study was done on middle-class American children and Guatemalan children,
who lived in two different villages with the population between 800 to 1200 people in
each village. In the rural village of San Marcos, the infant spends most of his life in a
small, dark, windowless hut during the first year. Materials such as books, pencils, and
paper were essentially nonexistent in the child's environment prior to entering school
(Kagen and Klein: 949). The infants were rarely spoken to or played with, and very few
objects were available to play with. These infants were spoken to or played with about
20% less than infants raised in American middle-class homes (Kagan and Klein
1973:949).
As a result, the Guatemalan children appeared to be 1 to 3 years behind
middle-class American children when it came to demonstrating certain problem-solving
skills which are indicative of Piaget's stage of concrete operations (Kagan and Klein 1973:
958). These children's cognitive processes developed much slower compared to the
American children in tasks such as awareness and understanding of the problem to be
solved, rehearsing of task information and instructions, and the ability to remember
critical information and to operate upon it. These functions seemed to have developed in
the Guatemalan children from the ages of 9-11 years old, whereas in the American
children they developed between the ages of 5-7 years (Kagan and Klein 1973: 959). The
data from the study done by Kagan and Klein support the notion that "absolute
retardation" which is produced by the environment during the first few years of life can be
reversed.
Their research discusses how the context of development in an environment
influences a continuous behavior. They use an example of passivity as being stable and
long-term (Kagan and Klein 1973: 948). Many of the Guatemalan children were
continuously passive until the ages of 5-6 years. By 8 years of age, some of the children
became dominant over others because their peer group needed the role to be filled. In
contrast, children in American society always engage a larger group of dominant peers
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who force the child into a submissive role. As a result, there is a firmer stability of
passive behavior during the early years in American society than in the children from the
two villages in Guatemala (Kagan and Klein 1973: 948).
In most societies people are expected to perform certain tasks or duties when they
reach a particular age level. In American society, infants who are 12 months of age are
expected to stand and begin to walk alone, and by 5 years of age they should be
cognitively prepared to enter kindergarten. In Guatemala, children are supposed to begin
to walk by 18 months, to talk by age 3, and perform certain adult chores by age 10. If
the children do not perform these tasks by the fixed age levels, they are not considered
"dumb" or labeled "retarded" by members of the village. The difference between the two
cultures is that the Guatemalan children are assigned to responsiblities and tasks when
they are physically and psychologically prepared, rather than "forced" to perform at a fixed
age.
In American society, children live in an age-graded system, in which they are
expected to achieve "V-amount by a certain age. The children are ranked in a continually
ordered fashion. If a child is to be put in a certain grade and "lags" behind in a particular
skill(s), the child will be sent with the other so-called "slow children." This child may
never catch up with his expected grade level, and might be detained in future opportunities
that could be available to him. This is not true in the two villages studied in Guatemala.
In contrast to these two societies, kibbutzim allow infants to develop motor skills
and certain cognitive processes at their own pace while being in an age-graded system.
Each child is put into a particular grade, because of the age group they are in. By having
the children live with their age peers, it accelerates the maturational rate of their
development. The rate of cognitive development of children in a kibbutz is quite similar
to children in American society (Spiro 1975: 143).
These children are trained to feed themselves at 9 months of age, and at about 4
years of age they enter kindergarten, but they are not required to have mastered certain
cognitive tasks before these periods. The children in a kibbutz who would be labeled
"retarded" in American society, would be allowed to proceed at the same rate as their age
peers, with the aid of a teacher and parents. When a child is having difficulty in school,
the teacher and parents have a meeting to discuss where the problem lies in the child.
Then, the child is given the proper assistance from a trained professional.
The primary function of a kibbutz is to transmit the sacred values of the kibbutz to
the children and to "plant a deep emotional attitude to the basic values of the kibbutz
movement (Spiro 1975: 256)." In a kibbutz, each kevutza adopts a name by which s/he
is known by the other members of the kibbutz rather than by ranking the children by their
grade level, as is common in American society. The absence of a competitive rating
system is used as a motivational technique in a kibbutz. All of the students are promoted
to the mext step, regardless of their performance.
In a kibbutz, school is more than just an academic institution. School is a forum
where creative and artistic skills are valued, rather than grades on an exam or term paper.
Examinations are absent in a kibbutz school and questionnaires are used instead (Spiro
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1975: 260). The questionnaires are used to show how well a student is performing, and
do not determine whether a student should pass or fail. Therefore, the competitive
element that characterizes the American school system is much less intense in a kibbutz
school system.
The social structure of a kibbutz values group loyalty and interdependence, and
incorporates these values into the children. The children continually develop, both
cognitively and socially, with this idea as the foundation of their daily lives. This notion
is an extreme contrast to American societal values of autonomy and self-loyalty. The
kibbutz values are woven into the children's cognitive processes and play a significant
role in their socialization process. Just as the Guatemalan children are allowed to leave
their dark, isolated huts and begin to play with other children, as well as being taught to
perform certain adult chores, these children are being structured to become self-sufficient
and responsible adults who will be able to provide for their family as well as be loyal to
the society.
In their study, Kagan and Klein propose the notion of age-gradedness as being a
major impact on the cognitive development of children. Should a society expect children
to learn certain skills at a particular fixed age and label them "retarded" if they can't
successfully perform them? If a culture like the United States does label its children as
previously mentioned, it could seriously damage the child. The child's self-respect and
self-esteem could be affected in such a way that the child may not properly develop
cognitively.
In American society, children are forced into an age-graded system which is very
different from a kibbutz age-graded system, and which does not exist in the two villages
in Guatemala. The age-graded system in America puts a lot of added pressure on children
who are expected to learn many new things at a certain age level within a particular time
frame. This type of age-graded system, unlike the type in a kibbutz, could have a
damaging long-term effect on those individuals who "lag" behind in certain skills.
Kagan and Klein believe a non-age-graded system, such as takes place in the
villages in Guatemala, allows children to develop more slowly than in other cultures and
then catch up as well as develop similarly in the cognitive processes. These children
learn at their own pace without having to perform certain tasks at a fixed age level. As a
result of studying the two Guatemalan villages, Kagan and Klein feel that children should
be allowed the freedom to learn cognitive tasks without the added pressure of being
classified as "retarded" or "dumb" if they perform these duties at a slower rate than most
other children.
The children from a kibbutz and Guatemala know much less about cars and
computers than do children in American society. These children may be a little slower in
developing some of the basic cognitive competences that American children possess, but
then American children know far less about how to make canoes, or how to plant crops.
In other cultures children's talents will differ in the age at which they are attained.
Children should not be referred to as "retarded" or "dumb" because they can't solve certain
problems. Often, they possess talents that the environment demands from them, such as
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building a canoe or a hut. There are very few "dumb children in the world if they are
classified from the perspective of adapting to the environment, but there are several
"dumb" children if one looks at them only from one's respective culture (Kagan and Klein
1973: 961).
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UNTITLED
by Andrew Marchand

Nicotine stained fingers
Reaching out in troubled times,
Seeking all the answers,
Reading 'twixt the lines.
In quest of self, I follow the Hesse-wolf,
Stepping in his tracks.
And in the journey Bach of the gull,
I find a quest for facts.
The Stranger and the Spider,
Don't hold the answers back.
But do Martians and Canadians
Guard the only track?
Insect love and acceptance,
Kafkan lack of truth,
Only that which comes from inside
Speaks to self in Sooth.
I fight my battles of spirit,
I don't know what I'll find.
The only thing they've taught me is,
When I do, it'll truly be mine.
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UNTITLED
by Deana Jaramillo

Life just seems not worth living
BUT...
my fear of
DEATH
keeps me from
DYING
my questions of
LIFE
keep me from
LIVING

so...
Here I am
in
a
place
where
don't
want
to
be
yet
don't
want
to
leave.
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ONE MAN'S ARGUMENT
by Bill Keeth
Conception is painful expression.
As DeGracia toiled, physically pigmented strokes became his mental signature on
the canvas, pictorially 1966.1 DeGracia's hand and mind compiled the time within his
Indian figures. Meanwhile, the nation's highways slowed to 55,2 but the world didn't.
The Soviet Union quickly cleaned up the intellectual dissent fostered by Khrushchev's
anti-Stalinization campaign.3 The U.S. promptly elevated Vietnam's popularity, strafing
it with B-52 bombs.4 The world's stratum of political twists shook. Politics blistered a
semi-permeable global reality. China applauded with its first nuclear blast.
DeGracia, again, sensitively painted.
Why is my conception painful expression?
Because all parents give birth and justify their creation... .Their child must
understand and equally justify himself .... Conception is simply nature, fate, or
luck .... Because it is the essence of a picture....
Someone will look at some point in time. He may be the historian, the artist, or
the child. Nevertheless, someone will search for identity and purpose, conception's
meaning. After DeGracia paints, he can't escape self-critique or plain critique. What was
he painting? How, why, etc .... Likewise, at some point in time, a parent justifies giving
birth, a child seeks identity through his birth. Demanding rationale, conception becomes
painful, the child an artistic expression of a perceived moment's forces or events.
When the search for identity or cause starts, whatever the reason be, the explorer
becomes the ominous judge passing sentence: "In you there is me," "You were lucky,"
"You are a bastard,, maybe, a mistake," or "You inherited this, that and those...,"
"DeGracia's Indians are...." Some sentence is passed.
Why was I born while 1966 burned intellectually and physically? And how am I
it?
An impression forms. Argument in its defense is quietly construed. The feeling
attached between the two becomes as sensitive as India's dry famine5 or Africa's starved
soil6--both occurred in 1966. Now I become the artist and critic, I become the dialectic,
the sound of the product, the painted picture with more significance.
All at once, I know that the ease of my birth did not compare to the problems of
the day. I know that as I was being born, there were men dying in Vietnam. I know that
while I was being given the 16th century's first famous name,7 some black Chicagoan
with the same surname might have protested for his human rights.8 I have heard,
1966 ... the apartheid of South Africa, the strikes against inflation and corporation, the
struggle between the PLO and Jordan.
Within this collage of human toil, I am...! am lying within this composition, all
this colorful sacrifice.
Surely, my parents must have had some reason to raise me. I am either an accident,
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r a baby of a favorable circumstance which provided guaranteed security. My parents
claim security; my birth-right begins.
I question: how could security have existed within that world, where the
government funded 62% of all research and development?9 The bulk was spent on
missile and aircraft development.10 The nation feared escalation in Vietnam, communist
expansion, and a repeat of the missile crisis two years previous in Cuba...a world where
almost any nation has nuclear destructive powers? The year's suicides outnumbered
homicides by 1.8 to 1,11 panicky people were common, and unemployment was high.
How could my two people, parents in their early twenties, be immune to what social
criticism depicted as 1966? Peace, civil rights, and sexual freedom were the issues. 12
Am I an accident? I search for purpose.
I was born in St. Joseph's Hospital, Tucson, Arizona--my first certain privilege.
My mother might have waited for me in the hospital, listening to the Beatles or watching
the newly formed Star Trek series.13 She could have nibbled the newly promoted Keebler
crackers.14 Her Arizona appeared tranquil. Tucson was the third-fastest growing city in a
virtually unemployed nation.15 Cotton was in bloom and boom.16 Startlingly, the
federal government owned 72% of the Arizonan land.17 Davis Monthan Airforce Base
cornered the town, and Hughes aircraft continued developing air-to-air missiles.18 All
economic security in the world existed for Tucson, Arizona. Spuriously, the government
financed the Tucsonian enterprises; my parents did no wrong. There was no large unrest
or unemployment--maybe an escapable nuclear treat. Through the government, my
parents afforded security.
Thus, the Tuesonian events sketch my closest background in my composition. I
contrast, one born between close and tranquil vice and its outward reason, one born
because of outward vice and intimate reason.
Was it painful luck or misfortune? There is the familiar and uncomfortable
connection.
The final strokes firm the reality, interpretation confirms it. Each event of 1966
characterized some symbolic meaning. Each event crystallized in one form human issues,
the complete ideology of 1966. The forces of my reality were locked in the composition
of events. They were framed the moment I was born, but will always be extricated
through my mind--'cause I am the critic and artist. Each event-entrapped force mirrors
neighboring events of the future, the sensation felt today. For instance, 1966's F.D.A.
approved pill19 outlined present sexual freedom. The militant world's death brought my
life. The exploited "nuclear zoo"20 became a more powerful bomb and theoretical
relativity. My parent's feelings, through reasoning, reflect a miniature whole of my total
conception.
Each day faces more critique and crystallization. I awake and look in the mirror,
pass judgement, and quietly account for it. The composition of forces hidden in 1966
differentiate, evolving into present rationale for my existing condition. I experience, and
interpret, and explain, and finally, encase conflicting force.
Conception is painful experience.

40

ENDNOTES

1Wesiward Tilt; the American West Today, forwarded by J. A. Michener (New
York: Random House, 1963), p. 366.
2Encyclopedia of American History, ed. R.B. Morris (New York: Harper and Row,
1976), p.532.
3Great Events from History II, ed. F. N. Magill (New York: Salem Press, 1972),
p. 998.
4Encyclopedia of American History, p. 500.
SThe People's Chronology: A Year-by-Year Record of Human Events form
Prehistory to the Present, ed. J. Trager (New York: loll, Rinehart, and Winston, 1979).
6Jbj
7M.A. de Ford and J. S. Jacson, Who Was When?: A Dictionary of First Names,
(New York: Facts of File Publishing, 1984), p. 293.
8The Peoples Chronology.
9U.S. Department of Commerce, Historical Statistics of the United Stases,
Colonial Times to 1970,(Washington, D.C.: Bureau of the Census, 1975), p. 965.
1OIbid., p. 966.
I'Ibid., p. 414.
12Encyclopedia of American History, p. 881.
p. 929.
14The People's Chronology.
15 Westward Tilt; the American West Today, forwarded by J. A. Michener (New
York: Random House, 1963), p. 334.
p. 347.
171bid., p. 359.
18j bid., p. 360.
19Encyclopedia of American History, p. 814.
p.789.

41

DESERTED
by Michael Speck

The desert is a strange place. It is an endless expanse of dirt, rocks and brush that
extends to the limits of ones eyesight and then beyond the ability to comprehend. From
ground level it seems to engulf everything, extending as far as the sky above it. The
monotonous terrain destroys any sense of perspective, and seems to camouflage itself into
a gigantic expanse of nothingness. Looking down into a desert valley is like looking at
the dimensionless photographs of our lunar moonscape; distances are swallowed in the
everlasting and ever-continuing terrain, making a single mile seem ten. But, its sheer
physical size is only one of the many aspects that makes this terrain one of the most
awed, respected, and perhaps strangest environments on this earth. The desert seems to
display a somewhat schizophrenic nature; its pleasant nighttime environment gives no
clue as to the harshness of its unearthly summer heat. It is a heat that seeks out every
nerve ending, that evaporates every drop of water, and that can kill an unprepared human
in a matter of hours. It was in the middle of this place that the young man found
himself.
Dreamscape had always been a pleasant experience for the young man, and the
occasional nightmare never seemed to bother him. This particular dream, however, was
unusual, and although it was not horrifying, it was disquieting and uncannily captivating.
He was rising above himself, watching with his minds eye the ever expanding scene. He
could see himself in a seemingly endless desert valley, standing about 250 yards from a
narrow, winding, dirt road and a small pickup truck. There was an eerie absence of sound
that permeated the night-darkened scene, as only a faint wisp of air was noticeable. There
was no perspective in the scene, no ability to judge distances, and everything looked the
same. Slowly, the nightmare began to form as the minds eye realized that he was in fact
lost, unable to distinguish the roadway from the rest of the flat terrain. His numbed
conscious mind struggled to break through the deep cover of sleep, eating a pit of despair
and panic in his stomach. He wished that he could stay floating above his body, able to
see everything around him. He was suddenly falling back down toward his body, the
desert floor coming up to meet him, unyielding in its immense proportions. Just before
hitting the ground and rejoining his body, the young mans conscious mind broke through
the barrier of sleep, shattering it like glass, and waking him with a start
Looking up he saw more stars in the sky than he had ever seen before. They
seemed to dance silently in the eternal vacuum of the black night. The cold black sky
was as lacking in perspective as the desert in which he now found himself. That tenth
beer was probably a little too much, thought the young man as he quickly looked back at
the ground to keep his balance, and continued to trudge forward. The body always seemed
to want to reject alcohol, and the young mans present trek into the bushes near the road
was explicitly for that purpose. He had no idea how far he had stumbled along, and since
he was unable to make out the form of his truck packed with beer and inebriated friends,
he decided that the present spot was as good as any, and commenced relieving himself.
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The young man finished his duty and looked around, trying to make out his surroundings,
but everything seemed to blend in with everything else. The feeling of being completely
alone made him somewhat edgy, and the hair began to stand up on the back of his neck.
He felt a warm rush of blood fill his earlobes as he realized, with slight embarassment,
that he was lost. A friends voice called to him, and although it seemed rather distant, the
sudden sound startled him. He turned quickly to face the sound and slipped. The alcohol
really slowed down his reflexes and the ground met his face quickly. Dust and dirt swirled
around his face, stinging his eyes and choking his throat. The fall stung his numbed
body only slightly, and it was actually more humorous than painful. He began to
chuckle and then laugh, thinking what it must have looked like, just falling down in a
cloud of dust. His exaggerated breaths stirred up the dust once more. The young man
stopped laughing abruptly, and became rather somber. He was tired, tired of just about
everything and everyone. The desert was so quiet at night, and so misleadingly peaceful.
Rolling over on his back he glanced up and frowned. He was watching the stars go out.
The desert floor was already warmed by the rays of the early morning sun. Hard bright
light shot through the young mans opening eyes and slammed into the back of his head
unmercifully. He closed his eyes quickly, and then slowly squinted, still lying on his
back. The sky was a clear cloudless blue, deep and inviting, but utterly out of reach. He
struggled to sit up and then stood, his skull throbbing from its innermost core, sending
tiny waves of nausea throughout his body. His tongue seemed as parched as the terrain
that surrounded him. His body hurt all at once, and sand caught in the back of his shirt by
a thin sheet of sweat, made him itch all over. The combined feeling was completely
frustrating. Standing unsteadily, he wiped the dust from his clothes and ran a dirty hand
through his sleep-shaped hair. He shook his body like a rag doll, trying unsuccessfully to
drop some of the sand that sat under his shirt. His erratic movements made his head spin
nauseatingly, and he almost fell over.
The young man rubbed his face and tried to clear his head from the lingering web of
sleep. He put his hands on his hips and thought about what had happened, his head
wrinkling in concentration. He remembered the truck, his friends, and all the beer from
the night before, and then he recalled something about a strange dream of walking away
from the truck. He could not really remember much of the dream, only bits and pieces
sticking in his mind like shards of glass. After some more thought, he decided that it
wasn't worth the effort to remember, and decided instead to try and make out his
surroundings.
He turned around slowly in a wide circle, trying to keep his aching skull as
motionless as possible. The young man hoped that he could find the truck which he had
haplessly abondoned the previous night., but it was nowhere to be found. He was
standing on a very slight, almost imperceptible incline, looking down into a large valley.
Where the sky touched the earth, there was a hint of small jagged foothills, and although
he could not judge the distance to the far side of the valley, he guessed from experience
that it must be close to 100 miles. The painfully dry air was perfectly clear, making it
possible to see individual plants from several miles away. Behind him rose small
foothills, their light tan surface peppered with dark green sage brush plants. As he glanced
back again at the enormous valley, something caught the young man's eye. A thin ribbon

of black, that looked almost liquid through the searing heat rising from the desert, snaked
across the valley floor, disappearing at both horizons. He realized quickly that it was a
highway, and hopefully a way out of his rather dangerous predicament. The road seemed
to run through the base of the valley, and must have been several miles away, or was it?
Concentrating hard, the young man could almost imagine that the road was actually just a
few hundred yards in front of him, and that he could just run to it in a few seconds.
Adrenaline rushed through his body in a single overwhelming sweep, blurring his
thoughts; suddenly he found himself taking huge leaps and bounds through the sand and
over rocks toward his destination. The ground flashed by, giving him a sense of euphoria
and urging him to run harder still, to remove himself from this living Hell.
The soft ground made running difficult, and the sun-heated sand seeped into his shoes.
He continued to run although the road came no closer. Finally, when his adrenaline rush
subsided and he could run no further, the young man came to a depressed halt. He bent
down at the waist, putting his hands just above his knees, and tried to regain his breath.
He arched his neck up to look at the ever distant highway, and it seemed to be further
away than ever. Stars appeared briefly in front of his face and he felt light-headed, as
though he were about to faint. He could feel the blood rush to his face as his nose and
the tips of his ears began to tingle. He decided to stand-up straight and, placing his hands
behind his head, took slow, deep, labored breaths. The young man realized with a sinking
sense of despair that the highway was too far to reach, and that running had wasted much
of the precious energy that he needed.
The heat was incredible. It seemed to slowly absorb energy from his body, and made
him feel completely weak. He sat down wearily in the sand and stretched an arm out in
front of his face as he squinted up at the yellow disk harbored in the waterblue sky. It
seemed to shine down on him unmercifully, its life-giving properties demented to the
point of destruction. As he sat in the sand, surrounded by millions of sagebrush plants,
the young man tried to figure out just how he had gotten himself into such a predicament.
He rubbed his temples with his fingertips, and noticed with much relief that his hangover
was subsiding. Sweat trickled from his forehead and dropped into his eyes, stinging
annoyingly and causing him to rub his face. He tried to think logically that it just wasn't
possible for a person to die after walking a few yards from a road to take a piss. What
really seemed to frustrate the young man was that not only could he not find his friends,
but they didn't seem to be looking for him either.
The young man realized that the numerous beers consumed the night before had
severely dehydrated his body, and although he was not particularly thirsty, he knew that
water would be necessary in the next few hours. If he could not find something to drink
soon, the man contemplated, half believing it himself, they would find his body in this
unearthly landscape, as dry as the sand surrounding him.
The young man decided that it would be best to simply save energy and hope that
someone might find him. He removed his shirt and draped it over his head, trying to take
refuge in the small patch of shade that it offered. He placed his head between his knees,
resting the inside of each elbow on his shins, and stared blankly at the sand. A red ant
caught his eye as it stumbled along. It seemed to be trying to get back to its ant hole,
which the young man could see was only a few feet away. The ant though, was too

small and was unable to see its destination. It clambered about in random directions. The
young man, feeling sorry for the tiny creature and feeling like one himself, picked up the
ant, and went to put it near the ant hole. Just as he was about to place the ant among its
companions, it bit him, and he jerked his hand away. The young man looked at his hand
with alarm and a growing sense of anger. The tiny ant ran over his hand, seemingly out
of control, and without another thought, the young man effortlessly crushed the creature.
The insect dropped from his fingertip and seemed to be swallowed in the sand.
The young man found it increasingly difficult to simply sit in the hot sand, and
decided to find higher ground. He hoped he would be able to find the small dirt road he
had abandoned the night before. He stood-up and turned around to move toward the small
foothills behind him. There was a distant ridge about 200 yards away, and although it
would take a little climbing, he could probably make it there in a few minutes. He cursed
himself for not having thought of getting to higher ground earlier, and for having wasted
energy running toward the distant highway.
The sudden introduction of sound startled the young man as he listened to a car engine
start. He put his hands in his pockets to check for his keys. They were gone, and the
young man suddenly realized that it was his truck being started. The sound came from
behind the ridge, and the young man sprinted in an all-out effort to get there before his
friends left.. Sand slipped from under his feet. He heard a familiar voice calling him, and
stopped struggling momentarily to listen.
"Hey, bud. Listen man--this just ain't too funny. Where the Hell are you
dude?...We've been lookin' everywhere for you dickweed. If you can hear me, we're goin'
to get somethin' to drink down in Laughlin. Be back in a couple of hours. You better
be here when we get back, man."
He tried to call back, but his last few hours in the desert had dried his throat and his
voice was far too hoarse to be heard. The young man panicked--there was no way that he
would be able to survive for two more hours. The ridge became steeper and the sand
thicker. His legs felt like rubbery extensions of his body, and his breaths came in deep
gasps. He was down on all fours now, scampering up the hill, not unlike the ant he had
toyed with earlier. He reached the top of the ridge only to see his small white pickup
receding down the road in a small dustcloud. He was breathing deeply, as exhausted as he
had ever been, and collapsed on the ridge, unable to move. The panic had subsided,
replaced with an overwhelming sense of depression, and the young man began to whimper
softly and then cry outright. His tears darkened the sand as they streamed off his face. He
forced himself to turn over and lie on his back. His mouth hung open, trying to drink the
blue sky. He suddenly felt almost comfortable as a faint numbness permeated his body.
He glanced up at the sky, which seemed almost dark, and frowned. He was watching the
sun go out.
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SECOND STEP TO ZEN
by Megan Sjoberg

The master placed a bow in my hands,
and it remained a bow.
Breathing is
important.
Iwill teach you
(as if I
had never
breathed before-I hadn't).
With each
intake of
breath I drew
the bow
into me.
With each
release of breath
I poured
myself into
the bow.
I was no longer I
and It was no longer It.
We were well on our way
to becoming one.
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MEN WiTH DIFFERENT SONGS:
HYMNS OF KINGO AND PETURSSEN
by Renee M. Kiund
According to The Merriam-Webster Dictionary, a hymn is "a song of praise,
especially to God." Such a simple definition for such a complex form of literature!
Hymns have the ability to make us feel a certain way, even if we don't happen to paying
attention to the words--the music itself is often enough to move us. Some hymns make
us feel joyful, others make us confident, still others put us in a peaceful mood. We sing
praises to God and to Jesus for blessings, answers to prayer, faithfulness, our salvation.
A hymn, then, is an art-form which can stir both the listener and the singer at more than
one level. Thomas Kingo and Haligrimur Peturssen were two hymnists in Scandinavia,
the former in Denmark and the latter in Iceland, writing at roughly the same time, in the
mid-1600's. While each is considered the finest hymnist in his respective country, the
styles, emotions, and images found in their hymns are very different--even when the
general theme of the hymn is the same. Each man takes a different perspective of the
world and God, which is reflected in his hymns. As we look at the following hymns, we
can see the craftsmanship of two very different artists.
"Morning Song," one of Thomas Kingo's many morning hymns, uses many
images from nature to paint a vivid portrait of the vastness and greatness of God's
blessings. Kingo begins with a grand and graceful picture of the sun rising. The sun
doth "glide" in "glory," 'regilding" the entire countryside with golden light (stanza 1).1
These four short lines paint a scene in our minds reflecting the splendor and immensity of
the morning sun. Kingo uses this image as a model for his soul to follow as he
commands it to "rejoice" and leave his body behind. The soul must then bow in humble
thankfulness before God. As the immensity of God's blessings is so great that we cannot
truly grasp its size, Kingo creates pictures for us--the infinite number of grains of sand
and the depth of the ocean. Man in this hymn (the "me" in the hymn seems to be
collective,) receives protection and material blessings from God; God is the source of the
action. Implications of the world as a dangerous place occur in the final stanza:
"angel-hosts" are needed to guard against "foe[s] or stranger[s]." The fact that an entire
stanza is devoted to the protection of his physical safety emphasizes the helplessness of
man. In "Morning Song," Kingo gives us more of an Old Testament psalm version of
God as the great protector and bestower of blessings and man as the recipient of these
blessings.
Hallgrimur Peturssen's "Just Like the Tender Flower," like Kingo's "Morning
Song," begins with a natural image--a "tender flower,"2 which evokes in all of us images
of innocence, youth, life, and beauty. The image of this tender young flower's being cut
by an unemotional reaper is extremely effective, then, as a simile for the condition of
man when death comes. Life, it seems, is never too far from death. After the shock of
the first image, Peturssen explains the significance of the flower.
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All men to higher forces
Must answer soon or late.
On life's uncertain courses
They meet the selfsame fate. (stanza 2)

To put it simply, all of us are going to die. We, as readers, know this fact of life, but
Peturssen forces us to really think about it. As we begin to look for ways to escape or
prolong our fate, he counters our protests:
And no one, poor or wealthy.
Can buy a day's reprieve.
When summoned, weak or healthy
Without delay must leave. (stanza 2)
Peturssen uses repetition to counter all of our "yes, but" protests and gently leads us to
accept the fact that death is inevitable: from the day we are born, we are bound toward
.
one predestined goal" (stanza 4). Borrowing from the metaphorical universe of
criminology, Peturssen compares man to guilty felons: man attempts to avoid his fate
with "bribe[s]" and "supplication [s]" (stanza 5), but "no prayer nor threat availeth against
his [death's] iron will" (stanza 5). Peturssen recognizes the human tendency to hope that
death will "spare but me alone" (stanza 7) but points out that because of our sinful nature
("old Adam's native lust"), we do not even deserve to live. Next, Peturssen narrows the
focus to a single individual, namely himself (I am assuming that Peturssen is the persona
in this hymn), as he defines his own position before God and uses the metaphor of a bank
to illustrate. God is the great banker who loans Peturssen his soul, which dwells in his
earthly body, however:
The Lord, whene'er He pleaseth
May claim His goods in fee;
And Death, His servant, seizeth
What hath been lent to me. (stanza 8)
We now see death in a different light. God is the great commander, and He alone decides
the time and place of our death. He, as the banker, has the right to collect what is His,
and the "1" will "obey" with "meekness" (stanza 9).
At this point, one might begin to despair. However, Peturssen offers a solution in
the first two words of the tenth stanza, "My Saviour," which mark the turning point in
the hymn. These two words are the very essence of the New Testament Christianity: a
personal relationship with Jesus Christ who has saved us from the penalty of our sins.
Peturssen describes the Saviour in very simple terms without grand or affected language.
He emphasizes the tremendous love that Jesus has for all:
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While ending death's fell power
He on the crosstree died,
That I might from that hour
For aye with Him abide. (stanza 10)

Such a simple yet powerful statement of faith! Peturssen then sums up his complete
faith, trust, and hope in Christ
Christ dwells with me each minute.
In Him my trust I keep,
Outside the house or in it,
Awake or when asleep.
Without Him hope were sterile
And hollow in the strife.
Through Him, in spite of peril
We gain eternal life. (stanza 12)

Peturssen's concept of God in this hymn includes the all-powerful God as well as(if not
more importantly) His Son Jesus, who gives eternal life in addition to physical and
spiritual protection.
We can see, then, how the two hymns, which both begin by describing natural
images, diverge into two different paths and give us two different pictures of God.
Kingo opens his untitled Easter hymn with an image of the rising sun; however, it
is immediately contrasted with "the dandy clouded sky."3 These sharply defined contrasts
set the mood for the rest of the hymn, which gives us more insight into Kingo's concept
of man and God and their relationship. The sun, which "spend[s]" its "glory" onto the
earth "until clouds and darkenss fly," is a simile for Jesus' resurrection:
So my Jesus from the grave,
From death's dark, abysmal cave
Rose triumphant Easter morning
Brighter than the sun returning. (stanza 1)

Kingo's relationship to God and Jesus is more personal here than in his other hymn:
Christ is "my Jesus" (stanza 1). Kingo is very aware and thankful for the victory of the
resurrected Lord over death. Death in this hymn is given a name--Satan. Throughout the
hymn, Kingo uses battle imagery to define the relationship between Satan and Jesus.
Satan is indeed a powerful and formidable enemy ("me" in this hymn again seems to be
collective,) who points "arrows" of "sin and death" (stanza 3). He is a fearful jailer who
may "imprison" the poet "within his hell-dark cell" (stanza 2). However, Jesus is his
defender and victor. Jesus' battle was not an easy one; we can picture the effort required as
Jesus "wrought my pardon and protection" (stanza 3) as wrought implies hard work.
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Later in stanza 4, Kingo elaborates: 'its [death's] fearful reign was ended when Thy might
its portal rended." Kingo also points to the "tomb that saw Thy victory" (stanza 3), the
paradox that Christ's death was the price paid for victory over death. But while Kingo is
"jubilant" at this victory, he has not forgotten the ever-present Satan, who was not left
powerless and may lure him back. He prays in the last stanza to Jesus:
Blessed Jesus, let the Spirit
So imbue my heart with grace
That I walk by Thy blest merit
And no more the way retrace
To the vile and miry pit
Where I lay condemned, unfit.
His concern about returning to Satan is contrasted with his certainty that he is" redeemed
to life victorious by Thy resurrection glorious." The intensely vivid images of battle
reflect the constant war between God and Satan, good and evil--polar opposites. In fact,
the entire hymn is a series of visual polar opposites dealing with the victory of Jesus and
the evil power of Satan; Kingo never presents one without the other. In the same way,
he vacillates between fear of death, and trust and courage in God.
As Peturssen's "Passion-Hymn 50" begins, we feel as though we have interrupted a
private conversation rather than a hymn. We are immediately immersed into the feelings
of the persona (who appears to be Peturssen himself):
And so my spirit waits a space,
Lord Jesus, by Thy burial-place
And as I watch beside Thy grave
My soul grows brave,
And all death's terrors cease to rave. (stanza 1)
We can immediately visualize ourselves kneeling next to Christ's tomb. We feel his
closeness to the Lord. Peturssen, even with the knowledge of death's "terrors," is not
afraid to die. He ri'alin.s what Christ's death has meant to him personally:
Thou hast my dark offenses borne
Thyself, when in deep tortures torn;
Thou didst, dear Lord, endure for me
Sin's penalty. (stanza 2)
Such loving reverence and sweet thankfulness! He realizes that Jesus was severely
tortured in addition to His death. Jesus served his penalty so he would not have to serve
it himself. Jesus "buried" his sins and vices forever "to lie forgot while ages last" (stanza
3). He also wiped the slate clean for him in the eyes of God. Peturssen sees Jesus
metaphorically as a doctor who heals the spirit and gives strength (stanzas 4 and 5). Jesus
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has created in him a new person with a new character, free from sin: "My sins were
buried in Thy tomb: Thy righteousness now takes their room" (stanza 3). Peturssen, in
turn, gives his faith and has repented of his sins. He relies on a burial metaphor to
parallel Jesus' death with the death of his old sinful nature. Peturssen reveals his
relationship with Jesus in stanza 7. He yearns to know Jesus and have him "dwell"—to
live—in his heart:
Come thou, 0 Jesus, to my breast
And seal my life with faith and grace;
Here show Thy face,
And make my heart Thy dwelling place!

Earnestness and simple trust is laid side-by-side with the full magnitude of what Christ
has done for him. He concludes with grand and glorious praise to Jesus: "All glory,
praise, and power be Thine!" (stanza 3). As in the other hymn, Peturssen has captured the
very essence of the gospel in his hymn.
Kingo and Peturssen, like all poets, make use of both imagery and meter in their
hymns, although each uses these devices in a different manner to achieve different moods.
In general, Kingos images are larger and more vivid. In "Morning Song," we as readers
can easily visualize the sun "in eastern glory, regilding mountainside and promontory,"
where the images serve as a reminder of God's vastness and power. His blessings are
"deep as the ocean floor" and "like sand upon the shore beyond assessing" (stanza 2).
The tone of the hymn, as reflected in the meter, is also grand and respectful. The
meter has been slowed by the changes in line length. In the first stanza, the regal grace of
the sun is paralleled and emphasized in the longer fifth line (which has been given twice
the number of beats,) where Kingo commands his soul: "Rejoice, my soul, thy voice in
song ascending." Differing line lengths serve to make us pause and take notice of what
God has done. The meter and line length reflect the mood of the morning--a gradual
awakening and a sense of grandeur in the newness of the day. As the hymn unfolds, we
see a dimming of the brilliant imagery. From the bright sun, we move to the deep blue
ocean and the sand. Finally, we see reminders of the night that has passed--quieter
images: 'watchful" angels and a "safe and free" body.
In Kingo's untitled Faster hymn, we are also treated to images of vivid contrast:
"the glorious sun ascending" versus "the darkly clouded sky" and "Jesus [who] rose
triumphant Easter morning' versus "death's dark, abysmal cave" (stanza 1). The images
of light and darkness, which are reflected in the emotional adjectives, contrast again and
again throughout the hymn. Jesus, the light, is "glorious," triumphant," "victorious,"
"sure," and "joyful.' Satan and Hell, the darkness, are "abysmal," "miry," and "vile." We
are bombarded with both visual and emotional contrasts. The images of battle are
accompanied by a powerful, driving, iambic tetrameter. We can feel the tension between
the two opponents, Jesus and Satan, in the pounding cadence of the meter
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Sin and death and every arrow
Satan hence may poke at me
Fall now broken at the narrow
Tomb that saw Thy victory. (stanza 3)

In these two hymns, Kingo shows his versatility and ability to paint vivid images that
reflect the emotional quality of the hymn.
Peturssen, on the other hand, uses smaller and fewer images to create a more
meditative, thoughtful hymn. "Just Like a Tender Flower' gives us living images--the
"tender flower" and "standing grain" (stanza 1), as well as "roses, reeds, and sedges"
(stanza 3). These images are then "cut," both literally in the hymn itself and figuratively
in the sense that Peturssen chooses to create more of a series of moving pictures than one
group of images. We can see the 'multitudes (that) keep milling to one predestined goal"
(stanza 4), as well as the "one accustomed highway" on which we all enter this life.
While these pictures are images, they are vague and fuzzy--just enough to be able to be
the illustration of the point but not the focus.
In the same way, Peturssens meter is subtle and barely noticeable. However,
when we examine the meter, we find it more structured than even Kingo's. In
"Passion-Hymn 50," the lines begin with unstressed syllables and end with stressed
syllables. Again it is virtually unnoticeable, yet it slows down the hymn's meter and
stresses key terms (using masculine rhyme). Peturssen also uses variety in line length to
emphasize important points:
Thou didsi, dear Lord, endure for me
Sin's penalty,
And set my rejoicing heart free. (stanza 2)

Peturssen uses subtle images and pictures, as well as purposefully created line lengths and
meter, to cause us to meditate and think as we read.
The most striking differences between the hymns of Kingo and Peturssen lie in
both their perception of God and their relationship with Him. Kingo focuses on God as a
provider and protector in "Morning Song." He is grateful for the many blessings he
receives and conscious of the angel's watch over his own and his family's physical safety
while they sleep. God gives, and he receives--their relationship is like that of a father and
his young child. In Kingo's untitled hymn, Jesus becomes the protector and defender of
his soul, but there is still a distance between the two. Kingo focuses on the strength and
power of Jesus in His battle over the forces of Satan. Even though the battle has been
won "by Thy resurrection power" (stanza 4), Kingo doesn't seem to feel at peace. He is
not completely comforted emotionally, although he appears to be trying. He also
recognizes his own inability to gain salvation without the help of Jesus:
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Blessed Jesus, let the Spirit
So imbue my heart with grace
That I walk by Thy blest merit
And no more the way retrace
To the vile and miry pit
Where I lay condemned, unfit
Til redeemed to life victorious
By Thy resurrection glorious. (stanza 5)

Again we are left with contrast--the fear of death and the confidence of Jesus' victory.
Peturssen's relationship with God is almost completely opposite to Kingo's. He
and Jesus have a personal relationship which is evident from the beginning of
"Passion-Hymn 50": "And so my spirit waits a space, Lord Jesus by Thy burial-place."
Peturssen talks to Jesus as he would a friend. He is not afraid of Jesus or intimidated by
His power. On the contrary, he yearns to be closer, to be beside Him. The reason for
this desire may stem from Peturssen's real understanding of Jesus' sacrifice of His life for
him: "Thou hast my dark offenses borne Thyself, when in deep tortures torn" (stanza 2).
Recognizing this tremedous sacrifice on Jesus' part also allows him to feel the
tremendous love and peace of God as well: "And in His wisdom guideth [all] things with
perfect love" ("Just Like the Tender Flower," stanza 10). Peturssen is secure in his
relationship with Jesus and realizes that he himself is not responsible for it. He
recognizes the "peril" of life but places his trust in Jesus:
In Jesus' name I'm biding;
In Jesus' name I'll die.
With Him my footsteps guiding
No fate can terrify. (stanza 13)

The hymns of Thomas Kingo and Haligrimer Peturssen have been sung for
hundreds of years. These songs of praise have the ability to stir our emotions and make
us think about our relationship with God. In Kingo's hymns, we are treated to vivid and
often contrasting images of God and Satan as they battle over our souls. We are able to
identify with the images as we ourselves struggle in our daily lives with evil. In
Peturssen's meditative hymns, we are reassured and inspired by his absolute confidence
and trust in Jesus, his personal Savior. There is something for each of us in these
hymns--we only need to open our minds and our hearts and allow ourselves to be carried
into the worlds which these two artists have created.
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AN ANALYSIS OF THE ECONOMIC EFFICIENCY OF USING THE
MlNLrvrrJM WAGE AS A POLICY FOR REDUCING POVERTY IN
THE UNITED STATES
by Keith Black
The Kennedy-Hawkins bill recently adopted by the United States Congress,
proposes to increase the federally mandated minimum wage by over 38% over three years
as a means of reducing the number of those in poverty without affecting the federal budget
deficit. Economists estimate that this increase would cost 300,000 to 800,000 entry-level
jobs for teenagers nationwidel as well as increasing wage costs to American businesses
by over $20 billion within the next three years.2 The effects on the budget deficit,
however, are not as minimal as Senators Kennedy and Hawkins estimate. Increases in the
minimum wage have been proven to cause disemployment which leads to increases in
unemployment benefits paid by the United States government. It is estimated that the
increase in unemployment and welfare benefits will increase the federal budget deficit by
over $39 billion for each one percentage point increase in the unemployment rate.3 The
proposed increase also has a much smaller effect on reducing poverty than anticipated by
Congress. It is clear that Congress may not be considering the full effects of their
proposed action. In the following, the full effects of their proposed actions will be
delineated and some more economically efficient ways of increasing the welfare of
Americas working poor will be suggested.
The costs in this debate are not limited to political and economic ones. There are
also human costs and ethical issues caused by decreasing overall employment to better the
economic lot of a select few. There are many psychological effects of working for low
wages and knowing that it is very difficult to economically support yourself at a
comfortable level. The most important of these considerations is obviously what has
been termed the 'low-wage mentality." When someone is continually working in a
low-wage, low-skilled job, there develops a feeling of inadequacy that comes from
knowing that there are many people with more marketable skills than you have, and that
these people who are able to support themselves at a humane level look down at one in a
degrading manner. The unskilled worker realizes that he is in a dead-end job and begins to
feel that he will never succeed at anything he attempts. Once one begins to feel this way,
he loses whatever motivation he previously had, and any attempts to vocationally
rehabilitate the worker become increasingly unsuccessful.
The bitterness that can grow inside these people has costs on society as a whole
through crime and social stability problems. They begin to accept the plight of working
in an environment of "sub-human' wages and conditions, and often feel "sub-human"
themselves. An increase in the minimum wage only temporarily lifts the standard of
living of the low-wage workers even though many of them receive pay increases. This
negative effect results from increased length of umemployment caused by the excessive
surplus of workers in the market for jobs such as theirs, and the elimination of many
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low-skilled positions in favor of automation and increased self-service. Thus the net
effect of the increase of these workers is that they need to look harder and longer for jobs
that are increasingly more difficult to find, given the increasing competition in the
low-wage job market. This also tends to have very negative psychiogical effects on the
morale of this unskilled labor force.
Other aspects one needs to consider are the ethical and sociological issues of who
should work, who should be on welfare, and whether those who refuse to work should be
supported by the state. This is a very important consideration in the debate as people
argue that there is a strong decrease in the work incentive as long as the head of a three
person household can earn more on welfare than by working a full-time job at
near-minimum wages. This work disincentive has been very effective at causing people
who would otherwise work, to remain on welfare. There is a widespread problem among
unskilled adults in that they are largely unwilling to accept low-wage openings and that
they would prefer to remain dependent on the state than to do their part at attempting to
earn a living while accepting a smaller subsidy from the government. Federal programs
are only able to obligate vocational development participants to accept a job if the wage
is over $5.00 an hour. In a matter of interpretation, the government is not encouraging
these poor families to work and to increase their skills to an eventual level of
independence, but instead to take advantage of the free ride that the government is
offering.
As long as these strong work disincentives exist, the economy may never be able
to employ these people. Their strategy is to raise the wages they would earn rather than
to reduce the benefits they would receive. The ethics involved in this issue are very
difficult to determine. If people do not work, is it ethical not to provide them with
financial assistance and instead let them starve? Is it the job of the more fortunate to
provide for those who refuse to provide for themselves? Should we force people to
provide some work effort or to actively seek work if they are to receive these benefits?
Isn't providing these benefits a temporary solution to a permanent problem? These are
some very controversial issues that have long been the subject of political debate and
continue to loom large in the debate over wage legislation.
Not surprisingly, the discussion of wage legislation and welfare benefits are
strongly partisan issues. The political debate has therefore taken the same sides as the
classic labor vs. management debate. In this debate, the Republicans argue that the
government should basically take a laissez-faire approach to wage determination and let
those in the marketplace determine wages through an uninhibited equilibrium of supply
and demand. This leads to a me efficient distribution of labor as all laborers are paid the
worth of their marginal product. Those workers who have a marginal product of labor
below the new minimum are either out of work or required to increase their effort and
productivity to the point that many pro-labor groups may complain that the steps they
took to help the worker have actually served to make their working environment less
humane than it was before the increase (that was meant to remove the worker from these
conditions). The Democrats see this issue as one of social equality. They prefer to place
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a price floor on wages in order to guarantee that those who decide to work will not be
forced to live in poverty, no matter how little their skills may be worth in the free
market. Bitter debates have come from the minimum wage issue since it is related to
government spending on unemployment, welfare, and job training programs. The two
major pieces of minimum wage legislation that were approved by the legislatures in 1987
were the federal Kennedy-Hawkins bill and the California Torres bill. The federal bill
provides an amendment to the Fair Labor Standards Act (FLSA) of 1938 to increase the
federally mandated minimum nearly 39% to $4.65 an hour in three steps by January of
1990 and to index the level of the minimum to fifty-percent of the average,
non-agricultural wage after that.4
The FLSA allows states to impose a minimum wage above the federal level. Six
states had taken advantage of this by 1987 at levels up to $3.85,5 which is almost 15%
above the current minimum of $3.35. The California assembly recently passed a bill to
immediately increase the state wage to $4.25,6 making California the seventh and largest
stata to impose a higher minimum wage. The California bill was vetoed by Governor
Dukemejian and the federal bill was expected to be vetoed by President Reagan, but the
federal veto could very possibly be overturned. A higher minimum of $4.25 was imposed
by the Industrial Welfare Commission with a sub-minimum wage to be earned by those
who earn a significant amount of tips. This idea of raising the minimum wage to
decrease poverty levels is so strongly partisan that the recent vote in the California
assembly to increase the state minimum wage was determined on strict party lines--every
positive vote was from a Democrat and every negative vote was from a Republican.7
The debate between labor unions and business management also takes on a very
bitter tone. The unions strive to increase the statutory minimum wage on the grounds
that the workers should not be exploited and paid "sub-human" wages to perform
degrading work. Labor also points to increases in consumer prices and worker
productivity levels, and endeavors to increase wages at a rate that keeps pace with these
levels.8 Management claims that this increase will cause them to hire less workers than
they would without the presence of the minimum wage, necessitate an increase in the
level of effort and productivity required of their current workers in order to offset the
increase in wage costs, and possibly cause operations to close that are currently operating
at a marginal level. They further claim that all of these changes are economic necessities
and that these changes will serve to hurt the very same workers that they were designed to
help. It is interesting to note that "union rhetoric has favored the legislation because it
purports to help low-income workers; in fact higher minimum wages prevent low-pay,
non-union workers from competing for union jobs."9
The proposed increases in the minimum wage are understood as being a restriction
on economic growth. By placing or increasing a price floor on wages, one causes a net
increase in wages paid by businesses as well as a strong incentive to increase
productivity. Productivity enhancements, however, often do not keep pace with wage
growth. These costs disproportionately fall on capital and often cause changes in the
capital-labor ratio to more capital-intensive ways of producing the goods or services
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provided.10 This decrease in the return to capital leads to there being less capital to
invest, causing a disincentive to place further investment funds into productive ventures.
This decrease in capital available to businesses to invest and reinvest has a negative effect
on the level of economic growth.
Economic stability is achieved by providing an environment that is not prone to
large seasonal vaiations or rapid changes in the aggregate level of prices or employment.
By proving later that the proposed increases cause disemployment, we will also explain
that they cause negative changes in the level of economic stability which can lead to such
undesirable effects as decreased safety and reliablility of long-term contracts, an increased
tendenct of lenders to restrict credit policy and raise interest rates, or in the more extreme
cases, economic collapse or social revolution.
Economic security is related to the ideal that no individual or group should be
disproportionately affected by an economic change or policy. The proposed policies being
considered are reputed to single out the the poor, unskilled, and minority worker as those
who lose much more due to these changes than other sectors of the labor force. These
disproportinate losses stem from the fact that these are the workers least likely to receive
jobs and most likely to be discriminated against when employers have an excess surplus
of workers from which to make their hiring decisions. By having surplus workers to
choose from at a given wage, it is assumed that those who will be employed will be the
intelligent, skilled, white persOn who is willing to work harder than others in order to
keep his scarce job. The increased discrimination serves to further inhibit the
employment opportunities of the unskilled, non-white, uneducated workers.
Economic justice or equity deals with the question of a fair or equitable distribution
of economic resources between different classes of society. The goal of increasing the
minimum wage is to increase the equity of the income distribution in the United States,
but the effect of these changes on the incomes of the poorer classes will be shown to be
radically less than assumed by the proponents of the increases in the level of minimun
wage.
Economic freedom is the concept that provides that each individual is able to make
their own economic decisions without stong interference from any governmental or
regulatory body. Many of the Republican arguments are based on the portion of the
analysis as they argue that they should allow the labor market to function as a perfectly
competitive market without the interference of a wage floor in the labor market, since
employers are not free to pay the wage that allows them to be as productive and profitable
as necessary,and employees become unable to get a job due to their low productivity or
skill level as well as those who are forced to remain in a low-wage or unskilled position
due to necessary employer cutbacks in job training efforts. This aspect of the analysis is
reputedly responsible for the greatest effects of the changes in the minimum wage policy.
Interference in an economic market causes inefficiencies which drastically reduce the
choices, and therefore opportunities, that participants in the market can use to their
advantage.
The real problem being analyzed in this discussion is an efficient method of
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reducing proverty levels in the United States. One of the proposed methods for meeting
this goal is that of increasing the minimum wage. Unfortunely for today's poor, this
policy instrument is not understood well by the majority of those who will decide on and
implement these statutes. The relatively large increases currently proposed will cost
employers billions in increased wage payments, cuase a three to twelve percentage point
increase in the level of teenage unemployment,1' and increase discrimination against the
sectors of workers that these are meant to affect. The changes in tax receipts and welfare
payments will not have the supposed null effect on the federal budget deficit, spending,
and income but rather a decrease, and a large portion of the income lost by the higher
income classes will have negative consequences on all these crucial financial variables.
Studies have shown that national income and tax revenue will decrease and that a large
portion of the income lost by the higher income classes does not become redistributed to
the poor as projected, but is instead lost. This decrease in total income in the United
States economy will further hurt the poor, the same poor that this redistribution is
attempting to assist, by decreasing the demand for goods and services to be produced and,
therefore, the employment opportunities of low-wage workers.
One of the difficulties in implementing a change in the level of the minimum
wage as a solution to poverty is the wide range of people that this change effects.
Statistics show that people who earn the minimum wage or less come from a very diverse
group. Just over 19% are labeled as poor and only 12% of the poor workers were able to
obtain full-time, year-round work. It is important to note that the people who comprise
this group of poor, full-time workers are only 2.3% of those earning minimum wage or
below. Numerous articles point out the fact that a full-time worker earns $6,969 per year
and the logic of the increases in the minimum wage are specifically directed to push these
full-time, year-round, poor workers over the poverty level. (The poverty line for a
non-elderly family of two is $6,998 and for a family of three a recent level was
$10,989.)12 Those employed in low-wage jobs are present in relatively equal amounts in
each income decile, ranging from approximately nine to twelve percent in each of the ten
income levels.13 Thus, it is possible for the increase in the earnings of the highest wage
families to approximate the change in earnings of the poorest ten percent of the workers.
"The relatively weak correlation between low wages and membership in low-income
households... weakens the impact of the minimum wage in the distribution of income." 14
It is also disturbing that it is not only the lowest paid workers that receive pay increases
through the increasing price floor of wages, butthat it directly affects those 28% of the
hourly labor force that earned $4.35 or less in March 198515 because of the idea that a
"pay hike for the least experienced workers tends to ripple through the wage structure."6
One article even estimated that more experienced workers at higher wages earned an
increase up to 30% greater than the increase in the minimum wage, thus making the
low-wage workers relatively worse off by increasing the statuatory minimum.
Other arguments for increasing the minimum wage at the current time include the
facts that the minimum wage has remained at its current level since January of 1981 and
that during that time inflation has eroded the value of the minimum by over 27%. The
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minimum wage is currently at its lowest real level in over twenty years. During the
1970's the minimum wage was approximately 50% of the level of the average,
non-agricultural wage, but since 1981 this figure has eroded to about 38% of the 1987
average.17
The solution of raising the wages of the low-wage workers is a temporary one.
The problems that plague low-wage workers will continue to leave them far behind the
rest of the labor force no matter what level the general or minimum wages may attain.
The problems of low wage workers in general is that they are largely young, unskilled,
minority, inexperienced, and/or uneducated. The fact that 55.3% of the poor, minimum
wage earners could not find work or only part-year full-time work, shows that the skills
and the motivation that they have are clearly deficient from the perspective of the labor
market. These workers are simply unhireable from the viewpoint of the employer if their
output is less than the artificially high price that must be paid for their services. What
the low-wage workers really need to support themselves is a productivity that can equal
the market wage. This productivity level can only be developed by these workers if they
attain marketable skills, reliability, and intelligence that only on-the-job experience can
provid and by attending at least a high school or obtaining a vocational education. But at
the current levels of mandated wages and decreasing federal funding for educational and
vocational training programs, these types of traits are very difficult to learn. Being stuck
in a dead-end job or industry tends to be a permanent plight for the 1.7 million adults over
the age of 25 who comprise 34.3% of all minimum wage workers. It is also shown that
a family with adults who have consistently worked at low-wage type jobs tend to have
children who achieve little more than they do themselves.
The empirical studies that economists have done regarding the disemployment
effects of minimum wage increases are numerous and relatively unified in their findings.
Browning and Browning in their Microeconomic Theory text explain that even though
economists often disagree over the analysis of issues, 90% of economists agree that 'a
minimum wage increases unemployment among young and unskilled workers."18 The
standard analysis is that contained in the simple labor market supply and demand curves
used in the analysis of a perfectly competitive labor market When not restricted by
statute, employers wish to pay their employees the value of the marginal product of their
labor.
Meyer and Wise summarize the results of their research by stating that, after the
1974, 25% increase in the minimum wage, 34% of those who were previously employed
below the new minimum wage earned the new minimum, while 23% earned less than the
new minimum, and almost 43% were displaced by the increase. They continue their
analysis by stating that their "estimates imply that among youth who otherwise would be
employed with market wage rates below the minimum, between 30 and 50 percent are
without work because of the new minimum."19 The probability of being displaced was
directly related to the amount of the increase in wages that were necessary to bring the
worker's wage into compliance with the new statute.
Brown, Gilroy, and Kohen present an extensive review of the findings of a number
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of studies on these disemployment effects. They show that the results of an
overwhelming majority of the studies show negative effects on employment. For every
ten percent increase in the level of the new minimum wage there results a one to three
percent decrease in total teenage employment. This is a very significant amount of
disemployment considering that there were about 2.4 million teens earning between $3.35
and $4.35 an hour in 1986.20
The above demonstrates the inefficiency of increasing the economic well-being of
the poor by increasing the minimum wage at a macro level. Another policy that may
work much better is the implementation of a sector-specific minimum wage for those
adults who are working full-time. This would allow teenagers to earn what has been
termed a sub-minimum wage, which would allow more teenagers to get the experience
and training that they need to learn the skills that will make them productive, skilled
workers during their adult careers. A sub-minimum wage allows employers to hire the
labor they need at a cost nearer their productivity, with possibly enough surplus value
remaining to make it profitable to train these inexperienced workers.
Another policy that has been suggested is the increase in federally funded job
programs. Because each percentage point increase in unemployment costs the
government over $39 billion in increase welfare costs and lost taxes,2' it would cost
comparitively little to train and retrain workers to the point that they could become
independent, when one considers the positive impact that decreased transfer payments
would have on the federal budget. This would ease the burden on federal spending that
currently exists as well as prepare America for a more profitable, productive, healthy, and
intelligent workforce in coming generations.22 This plan obviously would have an
excellent cost-to-benefit ratio if it succeeded in effectively increasing the relevant skill
level and motivation of those poor who currently find it difficult to find ajob year-round.
A third policy is the expansion of the Earned Income Tax Credit (EITC) which is a
small scale, negative income tax. This policy could limit the benefits to those families
who are actually poor and who attempt to support themselves on low-wages. A negative
income tax allows poor families tax credits based on their earned income. The amount of
tax credits in excess of the tax liability would be refunded to the poor like a welfare
transfer payment. By actually giving these low-wage, poor workers a transfer based on
the amount that they earn, with benefits decreasing to zero at the level of poverty, this
plan functions as a work incentive. This does increase the tax burden to those not covered
under the negative income tax, but the distribution of this burden is much more equitable
than the effects of an increase in the minimum wage. This plan combines a welfare
program with a work incentive and will not increase the cost to employers of hiring these
workers who wish to work under the new incentive program. Business would continue as
usual with decreasing effects on the Teal level of the wage floor as nominal prices
increase. This plan of expanding negative income taxes for the 2.3% of low-wage
workers that thd politicians are currently attempting to help by further upsetting the
already disturbed equilibrium of the labor market, is much more equitable and efficient
than the proposed Torres and Kennedy-Hawkins bills at decreasing the number of
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low-wage workers who live below the poverty level.23
"A summary of the problems of low-wage workers and appropriate policies" is a
very useful summary of both the problems as well as a good portion of this paper.
According to Stewart, none of the problems that afflict low-wage workers can be
optimally solved using increases in the minimum wage. "If poverty is what we set out
to reverse, there are far better policies than minimum wage hikes."24 This project could
be best summarized by a quote from Graham Barden, former chair of the House
Committee of Education and Labor: "Minimum wage legislation is basically counter to
our democratic form of government and our competitive economy. "25
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THE INGENUE
by Sheryn Gray

Oh sisters, see her turning on the air!
With lifting breasts and laughing thighs, she's all
The mirrors in the world, a thrall
Of toast and rose, a rush of sun-shot hair.
And see our consorts paying their respects,
Guests in her receiving line, quite hushed,
A self-remb'ring slip of time has crushed
Complaint. Pretty worlds now turn as she directs.
Sweet child to give her sisters such a show.
Tonight, alone, we'll smile into the glass;
We each swing 'round to catch this ring of brass:
At twenty-one, we're all we need to know!
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DEAD MEMORIES
by Debra Block

She lay in her chamber. In that twilight hour, somewhere between sleep and
consciousness, she existed, her surroundings hazy. Awareness, forming gradually; now
she could perceive the total darkness of the place. But there was more--more than just the
blackness contained within the circumference of the walls.
Awareness, peaking now. She struggled for some sense of orientation and the
images came to her in a rush: the red satin she lounged upon, the flowing white silk she
was attired in which she knew to be her wedding gown from some obscure time in a
distant past. She now felt something jabbing her somewhere near the small of her back,
not necessarily painful, though if she concentrated upon it she could feel pain. If she
chose she could ignore it, and she did, for there were more pressing things at hand. The
room was becoming unbearably stifling, and she was gripped with a choking sensation
as panic began to set in. "Out, I must get out!," her mind screamed.
Suddenly she was beyond the room.
Her senses became vividly alive all at once. The cool breeze chilled her skin with
a feather-light touch, the poignancy of bittersweet mountain air tripped across her
tongue--light, nearly blinding, forcing her eyes to narrow to slits. Then he appeared in
her binocular vision, as if he had just materialized out of mere vapor, a strange man
whom she had never seen before. Curious, she went toward him as an almost
overwhelming feeling of deja-vu hit her. This moment had been lived before, she was
certain, if not by her then by another. The man smiled as she approached, and she
recognized that smile. Yes, now she knew who he was; this entire scene was as a
second-skin to her, utterly familiar. How could she have not known? She rushed toward
her husband's embrace.
Years, passing as if moments. Love makes time eternal; a flowing wave of
emotion and sensation, ever-changing within its constancy, just as flames give form and
life to the basic element of fire. She watched the fire, its long tongues jetting high, only
to disappear and be replaced by kindred. The shadows of the flames danced as if aloof
upon the wall behind them, mapping-out an entire lifetime in their abstract patterns. She
could almost see the phoenix rising from the ashes in the hearth, a constant cycle of
rebirth. Warmth radiated throughout her, surrounding her in the form of her lover's arms.
Then the feeling turned cold, and she became suddenly aware of the malignancy that was
also contained within the flames--the death which must inevitably accompany the life.
She feared for him; the feeling became her awareness, and she clutched him blindly,
holding him close to her for fear of losing him forever in the passion of the fire. He
squeezed back, unaware of the danger. Just as suddenly, it was gone.
Heat, once again she was vaguely aware of the heat of a fire. Her slumber
interrupted, she came to in a somewhat dreamy state, full awareness still elusive. An
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unnatural brightness met her eyes. The dull roar that filled her ears, which she had
attributed to the loudness of sleeps silence, now became a sharp, crackling sound. She
was fully awake now, and could perceive the flames edging their way across the bedroom
floor toward the bed, consuming all in their path. Her panic heightened as she shook her
husband beside her, but he did not awaken from his disturbed sleep. "Time is crucial,
wake up!," she pleaded; his reactions were painfully slow. Perhaps it was merciful that
his awareness was thus still dulled when the flames reached the bed and ignited the sheets.
Voices reached her numbed ears; nothing but whiteness met her eyes. As she
forced herself to concentrate, she became aware of her context: she was in a hospital,
where exactly she could not identify. She could feel nothing from her body and decided
that she must have been heavily anesthesized. As the clouds cleared from her brain, her
attention turned to her husband. Was he here too? And where? She felt an acute need to
reach for his hand, just to feel its reassuring pressure if nothing else. The voices again;
she focused upon them, and her heart ceased its pounding for a moment as she made sense
of the words. Death, they were talking about death. Something about too much skin
burned, too much smoke inhaled, it was a pity, wasn't it? She wanted to scream, "No! It
couldn't be true! This couldn't be true!" She tried, but no sound escaped, and as she
continued her struggles, she recognized that her vision was greying. The whiteness of the
hospital room faded once again into the black obscurity which she identified as the
darkness of her room.
She felt keenly aware, almost able to feel the tautness of her body as cold reality
hit her from the fog of her cyclic memories.
It was she who was dead.
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HOMAGE TO A YOUNG SOLDIER
by Denise S. Stevenson
To my friend
Dean.
Who spilt his blood
because of the haircut
he wore.
Because prejudice
had swore
not to let the different
go free.
Because he made a pledge
to honour his country.
To my brother,
Dean.
A soldier of twenty-one.
His life had just begun,
only to be taken,
so swiftly slain
and forsaken.
Are we not all brothers
in the human race?
Your skin may be of different
colours
but see how similar the face?
Surface differences
merely deceive those
without eyes.
The fact is
that reality lies
in the oneness
of our souls.
So remember,
you who have slain your brother,
you are digging your own holes.
(For Dean Scott Stevenson)

67

WHO SHOULD DECIDE? WHO SHOULD MAKE LIFE-ALTERING
DECISIONS IN A MENTALLY INCOMPETENT PERSON'S LIFE?
by Kimberly K. Whited
A thirty-five-year-old woman was raped and consquently became pregnant. To
complicate things, she is severely brain-damaged due to what doctors "believe may be
Huntington's chorea or another type of nervous disorder."1 The woman, mentally
incompetent,2 was allegedly strapped to a bed while a patient in a convalescent hospital,
and raped
The woman's parents requested conservatorship from the Orange County Superior
Court. This would enable them to take on the authority to seek an abortion for their
daughter. Conservatorship was granted by Judge Henry T. Moore, who said, "If the
condition (her pregancy) is left untreated, it could probably result in death." 3
Doctors said that "carrying the baby to full term would be more dangerous to the
woman than aborting it." 4 Because of this, and because of the woman's inability to give
her consent on the matter, the judge made the decision to allow the woman's parents to
seek an abortion for her.
It seems to me that the main case here is not one of whether the abortion would
be ethical or not, but more a question of who should decide whether or not to adminster
life-altering treatment to a metally incompetent person. Was the judge justified in giving
the woman's parents the right to have life-altering treatment performed on their daughter?
Were the parents morally correct in assuming this responsibility? These are interesting
dilemmas.
First of all, what does it mean to be "mentally incompetent"? Arras and Hunt, in
their book, Ethical Issues In Modern Medicine, assert that incompetent people are those
who are "incapable of giving or withholding consent."5 This encompasses defective
children, comatose adults and mental defectives of all ages. They do not have the
capability of making autonomous decisions.6 So, to be mentally incompetent means
that a person cannot make decisons on one's own, whether life-altering or not.
Well, if a person cannot make decisons on his/her own, who should? Is it the
place of the imcompetent's guardian, physician, a judge, a combination of these, or none?
Should anyone make decisions for incompetents?
I say "yes" to the last question. Humans are born with certain inalienable rights,
one of which I consider to be life. Someone needs to protect this right since the
incompetent cannot:
The state, in the exercise of its Parents Patriae Power to protect persons
incapacitated by infancy, neglect, or mental incompetence, recoginzes that many
"persons" incapable of leading an ordinary or normal life are nevertheless persons
with rights and interests to be protected. 7
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Who is the guardian of the incompetent man's rights?
It seems that the state has this position. The courts, or ultimately the judges, have
the duty to decide whether or not a patient receives or does not receive life-altering
treatment.
In the Saikewicz case,8 the court opted for non-treatment. Saikewicz was a
sixty-seven year-old incompetent, profoundly mentally retarded, said to have an IQ of ten
and a mental age of about three years. He was diagnosed to have acute myeloblastic
monocytic leukemia. The court decided not to administer chemotherapy. The main point
arrived at in the case is as follows:
The decision in cases such as this should be that which would be made by the
incompetent person, if that person were competent, but taking into account the
present and future incompetency of the individual as one of the factors which would
necessarily enter into the decision-making process of the competent person. 9
In other words, the decison made should be one that would be the same as the
incompent's decision if he/she could make it. That's nice, but it does not tell us who
should make this decision.
Should the parents? (I use parents in the same manner as I would use guardian.) It
could be argued that the parents know the incompetent better than anyone else and could
therefore make a decison that would come closest to what the incompetent would want.
Other factors though, might interfere in a decision made by such close relatives, such as
emotional response, monetary issues or religious affiliation. The parents are given the
responsibilty of making decisons for the incompetent until someone, a doctor or neighbor
perhaps, disagrees with the parents' choice. Once this happens, the court is given the job
of deciding. The court is the highest judge we have available at this time. It can be
moral as well as impartial, which is difficult to be if one is close to the patient.
Before the court decides, though, the physicians are involved. They treat the
patients and are usually consulted before any major decision di'-aling with the incompetent
is made. The doctor must keep in mind these points: "Patients, competent or
imcompetent, have in common a right not to be killed. They have a right not to be
neglected to death--advertently, or inadvertently." 10 In the same way, they have the right
to die as well. Who is to say that an incompetent would not rather die than have his
whole world unexplainably turned upside-down by something he can not understand--such
as chemotherapy, or undergoing an abortion? Here lies a major problem.
In some cases of incompetents, those who became incompetent after having been
competent might have said at some point, "If I ever get cancer, I won't have
chemotherapy," or, "If I'm ever raped, I will have an abortion." Most of the time,
however, these chance expressions of wishes do not occur. For the other incompetents,
those who have never been competent, there is no way anyone can know what they would
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want. They have had no chance to express their opinion.
So, as I have said before, ultimately, the court decides. When parents and the
physicians cannot agree on what should be done for the patient, or when there is not a
parent or guardian, the court decides. What can they base their decisions on? The on!'
thing closely resembling this is the case of children.
Children who are minors or have their parents make life-altering decisions for them
are in the same place, basically, as the incompetents. The children cannot know,
rationally, for they are not mature enough to realize the consequences of this type of
decision. The parent then makes the decision for the child "But if the patient is a minor,
a parental decision rejecting recommended treatment is subject to review when physicians
or society disagrees with that decision."11 The same rule applies to the incompetents.
If the patient cannot make a decision, the decision lies with the parents. If they do
not or cannot make a decision, the physician is included in the decision-making process.
If someone disagrees with any of these decisions, it is passed to the court.
The system is as it should be, I believe. There are "checks and balances" designed
to make sure the best interest of the patient is taken into account. There can be no strict
rule to follow in all cases, for even in the case of incompetents, no one is the same. The
best decision for one person would not be best for another. Each case must be looked at
seperately, and at present that is what is happening.
Decisions of this sort, life-altering, are difficult to make, to say the least. When
there is a question as to the "rightness" of the decision, the privacy of the individual must
be overlooked in order to protect his/her best interest. There is no "tight" decision for all
cases. The checks and balances are there in an attempt to make the decision the "best'
one.
The court was correct in deciding to allow the brain diseased woman to have an
abortion. There must be an end to the "checking" process, and the courts are the fairest
way to do so. Someone must decide. The point is not the judge's decision itself, but
rather the fact that he was given the authority by society and the law to make such a
decision.
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AN AFTERTHOUGHT
by Sindy Steinberg

There are people who
have touched me...
in a way ... other than
physical.
There are people who
have reached inside
of me ... and made me
feel ... when i thought
numb...was all id
ever feel...
again.
There was a little
girl ... at Disneyland...
on her daddy's shoulders
reaching and
stretching...
to see Mickey Mouse...
There was an old man
on the bus ... who seemed
to be riding forever ... with
nowhere to go...
It's not so much ... the
people—who have held me
and gave me warmth...
when i needed...
It's the people...
the nameless faces...
on the. ..numberless
dates...
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who have...
without ever knowing...
without wanting anything
in return...
who ... i will never...
see ... again...
who have...
made me
feel...
when i ... thought
that i ... never could ... feel
again.
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A PHILOSOPHY
by Sindy Steinberg

I wanted to escape what
I thought
was stupid
and face
what I thought
was real...
Instead
rn justifying
what I know
is stupid
and
calling it
real.
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LA BOMBA Y LA GENERAL
by Elm U. Mendia

Mi papa y mi tio Daniel, su hermano mayor, siempre han sido muy unidos. De
aduitos salen a divertirse ocasionalmenle y de nifios en [a ciudad de Brawley, California en
los afios 40 jugaban y peleaban juntos. Los niflos vivian en una pequefla casa de madera
porque la familia no tenfa muchos recursos econOmicos. El patio de tierra era donde
jugaban. Como mis abuelitos se hablan separado, mi abuelita era la que mandaba en el
hogar.
Como todos los hermanos, mi tfo y mi papa inventaban sus propios juegos.
Como eran muy pobrcs, no tenIan dinero para comprar muchos juguetes; por esta razón
elios utilizaban cosas naturales para sus juegos. Por ejemplo, usaban piedras y pedazos de
árbol para jugar a los soldados, uno de sus juegos favoritos. Los hermanos jugaban este
juego diariamente y después de muy poco tiempo eran muy buenos para inventar armas
para sus equipos militares. Mi 110 Daniel utilizaba la mitad de un melOn como bomba.
DividIa el melon por la mitad y rcvoivIa las semillas y el melOn para formar una
consistencia aguada. Quando cala esta bomba' en ci enemigo, lo dejaba embarrado de
melOn y semilias. Era una gran idea.
Sin embargo, esta bomba" fue cancelada por la general, mi abuelita, cuando tenla
menos de dos dIas en uso. Como siempre, los hermanos jugaban su juego favorito.
Escondido au-as de una piedra, mi tfo viO al enemigo, ml papa, entrar al baflo que se
encontraba al salir de la casa. Este baño de madera tenia el techo abierto hacia el cielo.
La oportunidad para utilizar la bomba era perfecta. Mi tio preparO la bomba rapidamente
y la tirO por ci techo. Fue un 1110 preciso. iHabia ganado la guerra! LPero cOmo pasO
esto? El enemigo saiiO cmbarrado de melOn. Mi tfo no pudo creer sus ojos--lera la
general!
Cuando mi tfo bajO los ojos para preparar la mescia, mi papa saiiO del baflo y en
ese momento entrO ml abuelita. iPobre general! Estaba sentada en la taza del baflo
cuando cayO la bomba. Al salir del baflo, Ilena de melOn, diO la orden mayor y la bomba
de melOn fue estinguida. iLos dos cquipos militares fueron castigados por ci resin de la
gucrra!
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A UNIFIED FIELD THEORY OF SCIENCES AND
HUMANITIES or HOW THE SAN ANDREAS FAULT
GOT HER CURVES: CONVERGENT AND
DIVERGENT APPROACHES
by Ramon Arrowsmith
The Convergent Approach
"The number 2 is a very dangerous number, that is why the dialectic is a dangerous
process. Attempts to divide anything into two ought to be regarded with much
suspicion."! All things in the universe correspond to each other in a relativistic relation
of constant flux. There is no real basis for any differences because everything in the
universe is a manifestation of the constant organization and transformation of fields of
quanta of energy.
Attempts to classify the universe and divide it are the beginnings of human
self-deception, although to classify and divide is to approximate and allow for a step in
the learning process. The cognitive ladder, as developed by Bloom, provides a good
model of the process by which man learns:
Realization
Evaluation
Application
Synthesis
Analysis
Comprehension
Knowledge2

In this model (like in a stratigraphic column), we start at the bottom and work our way
up. By dividing the universe into two, we are able to define This and That and then we
begin our way up the ladder of reasoning. To the top of the ladder, as the ultimate step, I
add "realization," in which we realize that the process which we have just completed is
only one of an infinite number of ways of dividing the universe to understand it, and that
we always end up at the same Ultimate Reality, that of constant change.
The beginning of such a separation is part of the act of creation that one finds
described in the Rig-veda: "Then was not nonexistent or existent: there was no realm of
air, no sky behind it .... Death was not then, nor was there aught immortal: no sign was
there, the day and night's divider .... That One Thing, breathless, breathed by its own
nature: apart from it nothing whatsoever .... Sages who searched with their heart's thought
discovered the existent's kinship with the non-existent .... Transversely was their severing
line extended: what was above it then, and what below it?" In that account, the
undiscriminated, undivided, and whole world is divided into two by the simple delineation
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of This above and That below. The One Thing, the uncaused cause in this case, is what I
would term the concept of change in the universe.
Accompanying the various arguments that reality is indivisible, there seems to
exist an illusion that the two common approaches to experiencing and explaining reality
(science and the humanities) are separate methods which have no relatable basis. As C.P.
Snow suggests:
I believe the intellectual life of Western Society on the whole is increasingly being
split into two polar groups. When I say the intellectual life, I mean to include also
a large part of our practical life, because I should be the last person to suggest the
two can at the deepest level be distinguished .... Literary intellectuals at one pole, at
the other scientists, and as the most representative, the physical scientists.
Between the two a gulf of mutual incomprehension--sometimes (particularly among
the young) hostility and dislike, but most of all lack of understanding.3

Although this characterization may not apply exactly in practice, it does capture
the sense of the common field of intellectual thought in Western Society. Many
scientists are writers and some writers have an interest in science, but they are the
exception, not the rule. The problem seems to be that:
Unconsciously, the human realm is denied in favor of the world of pure technics.
Man, the tool user,grows convinced that he himself is only useful as a tool, that
fertility except in the use of the scientific imagination is wasteful and without
purpose, even in some undefinable way, sinful."4

Such is the view of scientists, and at the same time, those who may represent the
literary intellectuals would say that scientific imagination and effort is a waste also.
Thus, we have mutual misunderstanding, and the migration to the two poles as one reacts
against the other.
The problem with the present situation is that although the separation may have
been important in the past, it is now time for the sciences and humanities to realize that
they both need each other. Neither can help Man much more without the other.
Imagination can be the catalyst in the mixing process: "After all, it is this impossible,
fertile world of our imagination which gave birth to liberty in the midst of oppression,
and which persists in seeking until what is sought is seen."5 We need the understanding
of the humanists to read the "Cosmic Code"6 that science discovers.
The beginning of the way to comprehension in the problem of the human
condition is to consider the concept of The Structure of Scientific Revolutions as
developed by Thomas Kuhn, and apply it to the present situation in which we are in need
of a revolution--a revolution which would carry Man to a new level of understanding and
consciousness. I speak here of the route of change that leads Man to the next
evolutionary step in which he changes in order that the fittest (i.e., mankind) survive.
Kuhn develops a view of change in science as one in which each change occurs not at one
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moment, but as part of a structure. In other words, at no one instant can a discovery be
said to have occurred, because there are events which lead up to and follow the moment of
recognition without which no moment of recognition would have occured. In the process
of constructing an intellectual framework within which further developments occur,
certain assumptions are made and are accepted by the body of practitioners of that
particular framework. As part of definition, such a commonly accepted framework within
which other developments occur is called a 'paradigm." Each discovery, if monumental
enough, may indicate a "paradigm shift" in which the discovery causes changes
throughout the framework within which it was discovered, and thus changes are made at
the very basis of a particular paradigm:
These are episodes--exemplified in their most extreme and readily recognizable form
by the advent of Copernicanism, Darwinism, or Einsteinism--in which a scientific
community abandons one time-honored way of regarding the world and of pursuing
science in favor of some other, usually incompatible, approach to its discipline."7
We begin the history of a discovery with the continued development and refinement
of the paradigm in which the technology and practice of that particular view are developed
as much as possible. In such a period, "normal science" is practiced and thinking is
"convergent," or focused. "... normal research... is a highly convergent activity based
firmly upon a settled consensus acquired from scientific education and reinforced by
subsequent life in the tradition."8 The development of a paradigm by convergent thinking
allows for the isolation of anomalies, which are those phenomena that do not fit within
any explanation supplied by the particular paradigm. The existence of anomalies indicates
immediately that that paradigm's explanation of reality is approximate, and is only a good
example of the separation that we see as part of the rise up the cognitive ladder:
"Whatever the level of genius available to observe them, anomalies do not emerge
from the normal course of scientific research until both instruments and concepts
have developed sufficiently to make their emergence likely and to make the anomaly
which results recognizable as a violation of expectation."9
And thus it becomes apparent that "only investigations firmly rooted in the
contemporary scientific tradition are likely to break that tradition and give rise to a new
one."10 Once the convergent thinking has provided a node upon which the whole
tradition may break up, then the role of convergent thinking is replaced by divergent
thinking ("the freedom to go off in different directions....rejecting the old solution and
striking out in some new direction"!1). As the divergent thinking is thus applied to the
resolution of the anomaly:
what necessarily follows, if anything at all is to be discovered, is a more or less
extended period in which the individual and often many members of his group
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struggle to make the anomaly more Iawlike ... scientists repeatedly revise their
expectations, usually their instrumental standards, and sometimes their most
fundamental theories as well. 12
A discovery can thus be characterized as beginning with the refinement of the
paradigm by convergent thinking, the discovery and isolation of an anomaly, and then the
application of divergent thinking to throw a new light on the paradigm and anomaly.
The concept of the structure of scientific revolutions can be applied to the
revolution of thinking of which I speak in that we have the continued development of the
established paradigms of science and humanities by the process of convergent thinking.
The convergent thinking is the cause of the dichotomy present in Western intellectual life
and a necessary one in this light so that we can best define the anomaly. I identify the
anomaly as the condition of separation of the intellectual life which leads to hardship on a
greater scale since those who wield the power in this world suffer from that condition of
separation. Science and the humanities can be interpreted as having as their basis a hope
for mankind, and as they develop, the hope is developed further. The anomaly is that in
reality, there may not yet be very clear manifestations of that hope. Divergent thinking
then provides us with the answer that the unification of the views of science and
humanities will provide Man with a new consciousness.
An example of such a unification is that which Fritjof Capra presents in The Tao
of Physics. In Western Science and Eastern Mysticism (those two paradigms that Capra
relates), Man has two avenues to apprehend reality: divest himself of all of the blinding
constructs and arbitrary divisions and directly feel the true reality (as in Eastern
Mysticism), or he must continue his divisions ad infinitum, investigating until he proves
to himself the nature of reality (as in Western Science). Every division that is developed
to explain reality is by its nature limited by the limits of communication that exist
between men. As one man discovers facts or truths or observations, (for all of which his
presence is an integral part,) he may communicate these to another via the use of
language, an arbitrary, symbolic ascribing process in which a thing is named.
Communication immediately becomes approximate, just as the man's reasonable
apprehension of his surroundings and thus the reality he communicates to another human
is inherently limited and approximate. As Capra argues that the views of reality presented
by both Western Science and Eastern Mysticism are similar, one must consider the we are
conducting a grand experiment, in which we are observers in part of the observed: reality.
Such an experiment is biased 13 or dependent upon both the preparation (or the world view
we have) as well as the actual measurement or experience, also dependent upon our world
view. Therefore, we have generated only two of an infinite number of paths to the
apprehension of reality. Such an argument can be further developed with the example of
Eastern mystics compelling their novices to experience reality through the solution of
nonsensical koans, which disrupt their learned sense of organized, differentiated reality and
allow the direct apprehension of reality via a myriad of individual paths.
The reality seen by Western Scientists can be described as an interconected,
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continuous and dynamic unity of flowing opposites; the most easily recognizable Truth
or Adage which will dispel some basic doubts is that E=mc2. Our basic sense of that
which is tangible and that which is not has no basis, since all is sensed (through physical
experiment and theoretical proof) to be energy, and thus matter is only one of its
manifestations. Eastern mysticism is well aware of the rational divisions that Man
makes in an attempt to understand reality and points out the process of division in an
attempt to overcome the distinction between This and That. There must be a dynamic
unity between all opposites, and that sentiment is best expressed in the symbol of the
Yin and Yang:
This diagram is a symmetric arrangement of the dark Yin and the bright Yang, but
the symmetry is not static. It is a rotational symmetry suggesting, very forcefully,
a continuous cyclic movement: "The Yang returns cyclically to its beginning; the
Yin attains its maximum and gives place to the Yang." The two dots in the diagram
symbolize the idea that each time one of the two forces reaches its extreme, it
contains in itself already the seed of its opposite. 14
There must, furthermore, be a dynamic unity between the opposing views of
Western science and Eastern mysticism. Western science has been assailed by doubt and
had to go to the infinitely small to prove that the large common elements we see (sun,
moon, sky, earth) are all interconnected and interdependent. The Eastern approach
provides a similar view, without the divisions. We see that there are an infinite number
of divisions of views of the undividible reality, all of whose influence must be overcome
or actualized to attain total apprehension. The example of the unification of two
previously unrelated paradigms illustrates that such an exercise can be done as it helps to
relate their context.
Capra influences greatly the work of Rafael Catala, a Cuban poet who has created a
new genie of poetry called "Cienciapoesia"--Sciencepoetry. The word combines into one
the realms of science and poetry. Catala's theory and practice are the best examples of the
value of the divergent unification of two well-developed paradigms in such a way as the
result is more than simply their sum. They are also the best examples of the necessary
unification of sciences and the humanities. According to Catala, there exists a lack of a
paradigm in Ibero-American countries that provides 'the school, the family and the people
in general a model to stimulate their members to develop themselves within specific
scientific disciplines." 15 Catala appeals to the humanists, whom he says are many, to
establish science as part of their responsibility to make viable the creation and growth of
other fields of knowledge. The ideal vision of Catala is that the introduction of science
by the humanities (implying a unification) will establish science with an ethical and
aesthetic basis. According to Catala, the scientist knows little of ethics, he gives all of
his attention to the practice of his science, ignores his responsibility to the environment.
In this way, he destroys unconsciously the ecosystem in which he lives and which gives
him life. In that way, we see the need for the ethical basis to be provided by humanistic
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views.
Catala defines Cieniapoesia as "an integrated vision of reality in which the
sciences, along with the humanities, takes active part in the poetic process."16 A fine
example of his poetry is found in the poem, "El Humilde Neutrino" (The Humble
Neutrino):
The neutrino is blind and deaf,
often and much forgotten,
to the point that! don't see you, and I pass through
you.
A famous lepton, the neutrino
does not feel and ignores the strong force,
is child of the weak force,
and ignores the electromagnetic Madam.
He is the most common habitant that God had made
and at the same time is God.
The universe is a sea of neutrinos
--this omnipresent senor who dominates the gravity of
the universe.
And more, floats in its depths.
Now it is known that they have a very small amount of
mass,
and although they are superficially inoffensive,
reader, they pass through you side to side and they
don't touch you.
This tidbit of mass can, some day, cause the universe
to obsess itself
with a craziness
and cause it to collapse into itself. 17

The beauty of this poem is that it gives emotion to the expression of a scientific concept
and, as it does so, the concept is communicated in a more profound way. The tragic
nature of the humble neutrino is that it is so small that it passes through a human
without hitting a single human atom. At the same time, that neutrino, in conjunction
with the multitudes of other neutrinos, may contain the mass that will one day cause the
increasing gravitational potential energy in the expanding universe (between the particles
of mass travelling apart) to stop the kinetic energy of expansion and collapse the
universe. With the collapse of the universe will come the opposite of the Big Bang, an
implosion, and we will be carried into a cyclic, constantly expanding and contracting
universe.

81

An important element of the integrated vision of Cienciapoesia is the
"translapation," or the lapping from one to another, of elements common to both
systems, like symmetry, and the basic and final aesthetic nature, among others. Another
element is systemic isomorphism. The example here is that the alphabet is made of 26
letters, which are put together to make words, sentences and orations. The letter by itself
has no meaning and is only given meaning by its context. The same thing happens with
the fundamental particles: quarks, leptons and gluons. With this small alphabet, we
create atoms. These "words," within their "grammatical" laws, form orations, the
molecules, which in turn form books and libraries of "molecular orations." Everything in
the universe can be sensed as part of the Cosmic Code. The universe, like a literature, is
more than a metaphor; both are systems of information. Entropy is another isomorphic
element: order and disorder of information within a system, be it literary or physical.
The symbolism that Catala presents as par of Cienciapoesia defines the statement of
Loren Eisley that" images drawn from the world of science are every bit as powerful as
great literary symbolism and equally demanding upon the individual imagination of the
scientist who would fully grasp the extension of meaning which is involved."8 An
example here is that of the vision of fossil prints of raindrops that influenced Carles Lyell
to appreciate the concept of Uniformitarianism (the assumption that the processes active
on the surface of the earth today have been active in the past):
"The fossils were a symbol of a vast hitherto unglimpsed order. They are, in
Donne's sense, both literal and symbolic. As fossils they merely denote evidence of
rain in a past era. Figuratively they are more. To the perceptive intelligence they
afford the hint of lengthened natural order, just as the eyes of ancient trilobites tell
us similarly of unchanging laws of light."19
The result of Catala's vision is truly greater than simply the sum of the two fields,
because it causes the practice of science to be considered within its context and thus
provides the basis for its practice in the most beneficial way for Man (i.e., he may then
see the emphasis change from nuclear bombs to the feeding of the masses of the world).
With science and the humanities unified to benefit Man, the next step of human social
evolution can be achieved. Such a step is one expressed by Rudolf Steiner when he
implies that once all humans have gotten their rights, then all actions will be done in the
light of an individual's moral love for himself and his way of life and his confidence that
his fellow man will feel the same way. The acquisition of rights can be assisted by the
ethical use of science. Then we have society operating with a vision of the overall
context: reality.
The sciences have the responsibility to discover the laws of the ecosystem, and the
humanities have the responsibility to protect it. The new human being presents himself
as an evolutionary mutation that manifests itself with the Revolution: the entire creation
shouts for Revolution. We begin with a revolution of intellectual life, see its
implications cause a social revolution, and then as humans realize their potential, their
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change will be felt through their relative relation to the universe of constant flux and, as
such, the entire universe will experience revolution.
The Divergent Approach
This section of the project presents an example of the practice of the theory I
presented above. It is a story about the San Andreas Fault, and its point is that the
presentation of facts in a humane form may make them more accessible to a wider
audience.
The Curving Contact
The great fault in the rocky crust has as its manifestation most of the Iandforms of
the southwest section of the Golden State. She is the contact between two great Plates.
Like an embodiment of the conflict between East and West, the Pacific Plate grinds north
past the North American Plate. The grinding manifests the energy of the outpouring in
the Southeast Pacific, where new ocean floor is created. The release of energy sometimes
results in damage to humans and their things, but the majority is released in little
ruptures that only the most sensitive feel. The grinding does not occur along a plane, but
more in a zone where dipping planes feel compression and tension as part of the
movement. When she breaks, she doesn't always break on the right lateral vertical plane
that is the main strand, but more often her movement is felt in the dipping normal
(tensional) and reverse (compressional) faults of her various earthquake zones. ----The
possible injury to a person depends absolutely upon where you are when the P-waves hit,
followed by the S-waves. Outside it will be better than an E-ticket to Disneyland; inside
safety depends upon the strength of the building.---She has a beautiful curve. She heads north-northwest in the Salton Sea,
manifested as a trough where much tension (pulling apart) occurs. She bends northwest
near San Bernardino and splits the great Mountains of San Gabriel and San Bernardino.
The two were once one, but they were split asunder and now are displaced, showing
horizontal movement along the fault of at least 50km. Her cousins, the San Jacinto and
Whittier-Elsinore Faults, follow her in a parallel manner through the Great Basin, where
one finds the sprawl of Los Angeles and Orange Counties.
She started moving back in the Miocene--10 million years ago--as the continuous
movement of the rigid plates of the thin crust caused stresses to be redistributed. Since
she began her movement, she has not stopped. To us, she appears as a sporadic natural
phenomenon, but if we speed the film up, she moves constantly. Breakage occurs in
sections as each builds up stress enough to break the rocks. Behind the back of the San
Gabriels, she curves back to her original NNW strike and cuts in harmony past her
complement, the left lateral Garlock Fault and his wife the Big Pine Fault. In the
Temblor Range, east of SLO-Town (San Luis Obispo), she cuts across streams and
makes them offset with every large break. A stream once straight now jogs with a quick
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right, travels along the fault a distance, determined by the number of quakes since the
channel was occupied, and then takes a quick left to travel in the offset downstream
channel. Channel after channel is occupied and lost as the fault carries the downstream
section away.
Her beauty is in her curves, her relatives, and her spirit. She lets us feel the
tremble of the earth and think of the beauty she provides all in special moments to have
the coincidence of the earth truly moving.20
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MERCURY
by Matthew D. Taylor

A shimmering drop, I want
To hold.
Aware of the danger, I
Nonetheless
Am tempted.
But as
I touch
It slips smoothly away.

CHANGES
by Rebecca Totaro

Mmmm, Dddd
my world
Mama, Dada
my providers
Mommy, Daddy
my parents
Mom, Dad
my prison guards
Ma, Pop
my friends
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MASTERING THE SELF THROUGH STRENGTH
by Jill-Alexia Orr

There exist moments in life, separated by long intervals of time, but linked
together by their inner content and by a certain singular sensation peculiar to them.
Several such moments always recur to my mind together, and I feel then that it is these
moments that have determined the chief trend of my life.
I am a freshman in college and it is my first semester. I am in a class discussing
religious questions, ideas, practices, institutions, attitudes and how these connect with
other areas of human life. The language of the books I am reading is often so confusing
that I often have no comprehension of what I have read, even after our class discussions.
There seems to be a consistent pattern in the way the books I read discuss the ideas
pertaining to religious matrices, yet I am not yet able to discuss verbally what I, in the
least, understand. There are concepts that I can visualize, imagine, but I am not yet able
to communicate what such an understanding may be. This course experience makes no
sense to me in relation to my education, and I seem more confused about the topics we
cover than I was before the class.
I am now in my second year in college in a course studying Ancient Chinese
History, and again, am required to read about religious/cultural systems. But my
experience in reading the Chinese perspective on religious philosophy is altogether
different than what I experienced last year. After some introductory reading in one of the
required course books, I borrow a book from the library to further become acquainted with
what the Chinese term the Tao. I begin to read greedily and enthusiastically, overcome
now by rapture, now by terror, at the mysteries which are opening before me. All around
me walls are crumbling, and horizons infinitely remote and incredibly beautiful stand
revealed. It is as though threads, previously unknown and unsuspected, begin to reach out
and bind things together. For the first time in my life my world emerges from chaos.
Everything becomes connected, forming an orderly and harmonious whole. I understand, I
link together, a series of phenomena which were disconnected and appeared together--a
series of phenomena which were disconnected and appeared to have nothing in common.
But what am I reading?
I am reading a chapter on the philosophy of the Tao. All at once a multitude of
simple things, which I knew as independent and having nothing in common logically,
become connected and united into a great whole. The ideas which illustrate Tao were first
written by Lao Tzu sometime in the sixth century B.C. as recorded in the Tao Te Ching.
This is a short book of esoteric but infinitely practical aphorisms which set forth the
principles of the Tao and its power of virtue. I read in a translation of the Tao Te Ching:
The great Tao flows everywhere,
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to the left and to the right.
All things depend upon it to exist,
and it does not abandon them.
To its accomplishments it lays no claim.
It loves and nourishes all things,
but does not lord it over them. (34)

I sense that in these ideas there is something both terrifying and alluring. How is it that I
did not know it? Why has nobody spoken to me about it? Why am I made to learn a
thousand seemingly useless things and am not told about this? All that I am discovering
is so wonderful and so miraculous that I become more and more entrapped and am gripped
by a certain presentiment of further revelations awaiting me. It is as though I already feel
the unity of all and am overcome with awe at the sensation.
I can no longer keep to myself all the emotions which thrill me. I want to try to
share them with my neighbor at the desk, a good friend of mine with whom I often have
breathless talks. In a whisper I begin to tell him of my discoveries. But I feel that my
words do not convey anything to him, and I cannot again express what I feel. My friend
listens to me absent-mindedly, evidently not hearing half of what I say. I see this and feel
hurt and want to stop talking. Realizing that I am also neglecting preparations for my
class, I stop talking. But the ideas fostered do not leave my mind, and they begin to grow
in time as I consider all the various applications they have to the world around me. I
sense that for me there is much to learn and experience in accepting the concepts of the
Tao, but that this may not be true for others. There are systems of belief which seem
entirely preposterous to me. There is no use in my attempting to expose what I perceive
as lies when people like them and live in them. It is their own affair, and their answer.
To them, my ideas may be lies. There are enough lies without mine.
There is a strange flavour of truth in the vision of the Tao. I feel it particularly
strongly now, because for so long I have held myself in, have kept myself within
aftificial "materialistic" bounds, have denied myself all dreams about things that could not
be held within these bounds. I had been living in a dissected and sterilized world, with an
infinite number of taboos imposed on my thought. And suddently the ideas which were
so long understood by the Chinese as the Way, broke down all the walls around me, and
made me think and dream about things which for a long time I had feared to think and
dream about. Suddenly I began to find a strange meaning in old fairly tales; woods,
rivers, mountains became living beings, and mysterious life filled the night. With new
interest and new expectations, I began to dream again of distant travels, and I remembered
many extraordinary things that I had heard about old monasteries. Ideas and feelings
which had long since ceased to interest me suddenly began to assume significance and
interest. A deep meaning and many subtle allegories appeared in what only yesterday
seemed to be naive popular fantasy or crude superstion. And the greatest mystery and the
greatest miracle was that the thought became possible that death may not exist, that those
who have gone might not have vanished altogether, but exist somewhere and somehow,
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and that there may actually be a greater spiritual force. Before, I had become so
accustomed to think "scientifically" that I was afraid even to imagine that there may be
something else beyond the outer covering of life. Perhaps all the books about the Tao are
naive. But "it is really impossible to appreciate what is meant by the Tao without
becoming, in a rather special sense, stupid (The Way of Zen, by Alan W. Watts, p. 19)."
Taoism leads to somewhere--or rather nowhere; there is something behind the conception
of Tao that I had not approached before. It had frightened me then, and I fled from it to
the bare and and desert of "materialism."
To accept the verity of Taoism is to admit that there are other dimensions of
perception which are a vital part of our existence. It could be called the "Fourth
Dimension," the invisible world, a peripheral vision. Whatever the name is used to refer
to it, I see it as the reality which I dimly felt long ago, but which escaped me then.
Now, somewhere during my time in China, I try to delve into the mysteries of the Tao,
thinking that there is some explanation of it I can "find." I read, I find, I lose, I find
again, again I lose. At last when I simply let go, a certain whole becomes formed in my
mind. I see an unbroken line of thought and knowledge which passes from century to
century, age to age, and then even country to country, one race to another; a line deeply
hidden beneath layers of religion and philosophies which are, in fact, only distortions and
perversions of the ideas belonging to the line. I see an extensive literature full of
significance which was quite unknown to me until recently, but which as now becomes
quite clear to me, feeding the philosophy we know. But there is a problem of showing
this peculiar inner connection, and it rests in the method of thinking which depends upon
acceptance of an understood "separate" and "independent" reality.
Frightening and fascinating sensations. Everything becomes alive! There is
nothing dead or inanimate. I feel the beating of the pulse of life. I. "see" infinity. Then
everything vanishes. But each time I say to myself afterwards that this has been, and
therefore, things exist that are different from the ordinary. But so little remains; I
remember so vaguely what I have experienced; I can tell myself only an infinitessimal
part of what has been. I can control nothing; I can direct nothing. Sometimes this
comes, sometimes it does not. Sometimes only horror comes, sometimes a blinding
light. Sometimes a little remains in the memory, sometimes nothing at all. Sometimes
much is understood, new horizons are disclosed, but only for a moment. And these
moments are so short that I can never be certain whether I have seen anything or not.
Light flares up and dies before I have time to tell myself what I have seen. And each day,
each time, it becomes more and more difficult to kindle this light. It often seems that the
first experience gave me everything, that afterward there has been nothing but a repetition
of the same thing in my consciousness, only a reflection. I know that this is not true and
that each time I receive something new. But it is difficult to get rid of this thought. And
it increases the sensation of helplessness that I feel in the face of the wall behind which I
can look for a moment, but never long enough to emphasize my powerlessness to get
hold of the mystery. Thought does not grasp, does not convey, what is at times clearly
felt. Thought is too slow, too short. There are no words and no forms to convey what
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one sees and knows in such moments. And it is impossible to fix these moments, to
arrest them, to make them longer, more obedient to the will. There is no possibility of
remembering what has been found and understood, and later repeating it to oneself. It
disappears as dreams disappear. Perhaps it is nothing but a dream.
Yet at the same time this is not so. I know it is not a dream. There seems to be a
taste of reality which cannot be imitated and about which one cannot make a mistake. I
know that all this is there. I have become convinced of it. Unity exists. And I know
already that it is infinite, orderly, animated and conscious.
But how can I link my observations above to a system that communicates this
perspective?
The biggest obstacle from a Western viewpoint is that there is an absence of clarity
if using words. The Chinese do not use abstractions in their system of communication.
Their culture uses signs and symbols to give a picture of an idea. The Westerner, on the
other hand, uses an abstraction of an idea by conveying it through "ideographs" that are
represented by the combination of letters to form words that have a common meaning.
The clarity of an idea is fogged by the limitations of this means of communication.
Words separate an idea or experience into parts, but the Chinese character is capable of
conveying the whole in understandable terms. To understand Taoism is to feel it, for no
words are capable of communicating its essence. Tao is beyond the limits of language.
Fortunately or unfortunately, Tao is above all an experience, nonverbal in character, that
is simply inaccessible to the purely literary and scholarly approach. To know what the
Tao is and especially what it is not, there is no alternative but to practice it, to
experiment with it in the concrete so as to discover the essence which underlies the words
that describe its meaning.
The human mind possesses the ability to work on very different levels of thought
in ordinary life. Understanding reality, the Tao, is not so much due to language, as to
thought patterns. In the Western world, thought patterns are seemingly inseparable from
the academic and scientific way of approaching a subject. Reason or logic have been used
as the most important tools in Western man's attempt to explain his existence and his
position in the world. But to the Chinese and the sensory perceptive, the Western logical
manner of thinking is a restricted view to gain access to all the knowledge available to
human thought. Alan W. Watts relates in The Way of Zen, "For us, almost all
knowledge is what a Taoist would call conventional knowledge, because we do not feel
that we really know anything unless we can represent it to ourselves in words, or in some
other system of conventional signs such as the notations of mathematics or music
(Watts, p. 4)." The Western logical mind needs such forms so that the "image" created of
such knowledge is consistent, so that there is a degree of social agreement as to the codes
of communication.
A logical approach is sufficient for all simple problems of life. We can build a
house with this mind, obtain food, know that two and two equal four. In its proper place,
"reasonable" knowledge is quite right and useful. But when the logical mind meets with
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problems which are too big, (i.e. explaining the causation of natural phenomena or the
causation of that force which separates the living from the dead,) and when it does not
stop before them but starts out to solve them, it inevitably falls down, loses touch with
reality, and in fact becomes 'defective' in its understanding. To this "defective" mind and
"defective method" of observation and reason, humanity owes all superstitions and false
conclusions.
But a logical mind is able to know its limitations and is strong enough to
withstand the temptation to venture into problems beyond its powers and capacities; those
problems which belong to the awareness of the sensory perceptive or intuitive mind. The
approach used by this mind is first of all a method of distinguishing between different
levels of thinking and realizing the fact that perceptions change according to the properties
of the perceiving apparatus. Alan W. Watts uses the analogy of the difference between a
spotlight and a floodlight to relate the difference of the perceptive mind to the logical one.
Logical reasoning can be used like spotlights so that our eyes may be focused on one
small area after another for accurate work. The perceptive mind is that with a peripheral
vision which is less conscious, less bright than the intense ray of a spotlight. Taking in
many things at a time, we use our sensory perceptions to take subconscious notice of
objects and movements not in our central line of vision, through reasoning. Peripheral
vision then becomes a rather mysterious process which enables us to regulate the
incredible complexity of our bodies without thinking at all (Watts, p. 8).
Yet as the perceptive mind is able to recognize the limitations of the "logical" or
reasonable mind, it also understands that it too is limited in its ability to correctly picture
reality, for sensory perceptions can be incorrect or distorted measures due to the fact that
they are sensory. In recognizing its own limitations, the sensory perceptive mind can
conceive of a "truer, more pure" perception of reality than is separate from individual
interpretation; that which is beyond the abilities of imperfect human understanding. This
is impossible for the merely logical mind. In realizing the limitations of the individual's
own conception of reality, there opens up the possibility of the existance of another,
better mind.
To better understand the various dimensions in the means of our thought processes,
consider the room in which I am writing or you are now reading. A defective perception
of this room is based upon a glance at the room through a narrow slit and its
characteristic feature is the certainty that what is seen through the slit represents all there
is, and that there is and can be nothing else in it except what is visible in this way.
Given a certain imagination and a tendancy towards superstition, this defective method can
perceive something very strange or monstrous out of an ordinary room.
The logical perspective is based upon a glance at the room from one definite spot,
at one definite angle, and usually without enough light. Too big a confidence in it and
the defense of this angle of vision makes the logical also defective.
The sensory perceptive awareness compared with the first two would be like a view
of the room in daylight, moving about it in various directions, knowing the objects in it
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and so on. It is quite clear that it is possible to learn more about the room in this way
than by the logical approach, and that it is possible to find many mistakes and wrong
conclusions of defective thinking.
The most liberated approach to the study of the room would include not only the
whole room and everying it contains, but the whole house, all the people in it with all
their relationships and their occupations, and further, the position of the house in the
street, of the street in the town, of the town in the country, or the country on the earth, of
the earth in the solar system, and so on. The liberated and most free perception, the more
realistic perception of the room, is limited by nothing and always connects every given
thing, however small it may be, with the whole.
The mind is capable of freeing itself to achieve this clearer picture of reality. But
in order to do so, it is required to leave behind some truths held at each stage of
intellection, for only those in connection to the whole are true. The Taoist would
describe achieving this liberated state as the "act of awakening." It is a state of wholeness
in which the mind functions freely and easily, allowing one to perceive ideas as peripheral
pictures rather than in abstract components like letters, words, sentences, paragraphs, and
chapters. The important point is that the center of the mind's activity is not in the
conscious thinking process, but in the state of un-self-consciousness. There are no longer
any attachments to patterns of thought dependent upon the self and the essence a state of
nothingness, selflessness, wu-wei, presides. The shedding of all that is believed to be
true from bodily perception is likely to render the faithless individual into depression, for
he understands that without the self of the "I," all existence in reality is a meaningless
void. To the Taoist, beyond the self lies a limitless, inanimate dimensional existence; a
vital creative and ever-present power, in which the reality of life is full but not constant.
That which is limitless is Truth, is the reality of life, is the Tao.
Humans can become restricted in accepting this order of things by trying to force
an understanding that one truly knows what it is one is looking at, even though it is not
possible. To describe using words is to allow oneself to be let-down. Words deceive all
into believing that it is possible to know what is being said, or that we ourselves know
what it is we are saying. It is absolutely necessary not to get caught in this mindset of
limitations. It is not essential to understand forms in terms of their possible descriptions.
It is a requirement of Taoism to go beyond words, to go beyond forms--to possess a
capacity for having a vision that not only does not depend upon words, but forms either.
Tao is beyond existence and non-existence, beyond form and no forms, for it is absolutely
nothing, or emptiness. To say Tao is anything, would mean there would be certain
limitations, and the only thing that can be absolutely free is nothing at all. Only
absolute emptiness is absolute freedom. This freedom creates the realm of limitless
possibilities. In emptiness, will for creation manifests and is preserved, which illustrates
why emptiness is not so meaningless.
Here it is easy to see how everything gets in the way of a clear perception of
reality. One can certainly understand that it is impossible to imagine what absolute
emptiness is, and that the emptier one is, the freer he is, the closer he is to the truth of
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reality. If only one could be emptied of the self, possess no echo, then one would be free
of the worst slavery: the limitations of conscious perceptions. Consciousness is in the
way of true perception. An Indian text called the Sheba Buli Baba states that God is
hidden by consciousness, remove that consciousness and you will see God. Disconnected
to any Western meaning of the word "God," one can understand the image of God to equal
that of Tao. It is consciousness which is in man's way of perceiving the "invisible,' the
spiritual world, the natural order--or Tao. Consciousness is like clothes that prevent one
from seeing one's body. The emptying oneself of consciousness is not like the
experience of going to sleep, but that state in which all contact with oneself and
everything outside the self disappears, where there is no sense of time, where there is
nothing. The images of truth which have been created reflect how man has adapted to his
limitations. Even if it is impossible to see God or the Tao in a limitless form, images
allow perception through a veil. Man has developed an awareness of reality through
images, which can limit awareness if they are taken to represent the "whole story."
There is a powerful creative existence in the universe, only it has the limitations of
the existing world. What is that limitation? It means that to exist is itself to be limited.
To exist means to be separated from non-existence. As a world of individuals, to exist
means to be separate. it is only possible to exist that way, for if we cease to be separate
from one another, then we would cease to be what we are. We are all connected then in
the next dimension as being a part of the limitless, "vital force" (i.e. God, Tao).
When you mix flour, water, salt, and yeast to make bread, these things lose their
separate existence. They go through some kind of transformation and something new
appears. This baking of bread is an illustration of change within the existing world. In
order to become bread, the separate constituents are changed. The flour must cease to be
flour, the water must cease to be water, etc. How does this happen? Not because their
substance disappears, but because their separate identity disappears. If there is to be
separateness, there have to be some conditions which allow for this. The allowances for
individuals to live separately in the world constitute our reality; we are all together
immersed in it and subject to it. One cannot without great difficulty and much patience
get out of this way of experiencing the world.
Our reality is that we experience life in space and time. Today is separate from
yesterday, tomorrow is still separate from now, there is separate from here. The
condition for our existence is that there is a twofold separation of individuals and events.
Our desires determine our actions. The philosophy of Taoism celebrates the perfection of
non-egoistic inspired action. A fulfilling life comes from acceptance of what is in front,
the now, without wanting the situation to be other than it is. The natural order of things
is worthy of of much study, and to do so one needs the patience to work with it rather
than against it, for to try to change what is, only sets up resistance to what will be:
The great Tao flows everywhere,
to the left and to the right.
All things depend upon it to exist,
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and it does not abandon them.
To its accomplishments it lays no claim.
It loves and nourishes all things,
but does not lord it over them. (34)

Nature provides everything without requiring payment or thanks, and also provides for all
without discrimination. Therefore should not man face all with the same face and treat all
as equals, however they may behave? Virtue and strength lies always in Tao, or the
natural law." A clear perception of reality comes with an understanding that all are one
in the whole. In other words: simply be.
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WORDS
by Sheryn Gray

Poor frenzied words. Your high intent upends in weeds.
The thing unsaid sinks under reddening scars
That break and bleed; it blinks in hissing reeds
Where spend "hosannas" gasp, unheard by unseen stars.
When hearing folds around the sound of one voice singing;
When quiet passion walks the final thought to bed;
When, gently, overhead, one lamp is swinging;
Then are you possible. Say the thing unsaid.
Translate eternity with a tempered heart,
As one reluctant leaf translates the tired year.
Collect infinity, then, with forbearing art,
Across the empty night let fall one tear.
For now, know not what, and ache, not knowing why.
Words .... Sonnets want an end, and so do I.
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